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TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE 


THE COUNTESS OF MOIRA, 


BARONESS HASTINGS, HUNGERFORD, 


&c. &cCc. &C. 


Mapam, 

Tur relationſhip between us, is 
an honor I ſhare with many ; but the friendſhip 
that has ſo long united us, is one I partake of but 


with few. —Circumſtanced as we are, it can 
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DEDICATION. 


never be in my power to repay your kindneſs 
but by gratitude and affection; and the oppor- 
tunities of expreſſing theſe ſentiments — 
ſo rarely, I will not let ſlip the preſent one.— 


Permit me, therefore, Madam, to introduce 


my book into the world, under the ſanftion 


of a name, which, (though it may not ſhield 
it from criticiſm, ) will at leaft ſecure to it a 
friendly reception, 1 its patroneſs 1s 
known. — With the motive that ;aduces me 
thus to appear before the public you are not 
unacquainted hoping, therefore, for the ſame 


indulgence on the preſent occaſion, I have ſo 


DEDICATION. 


invariably experienced from you and yours, 
throughout my whole life, I ſubſcribe myſelf, 


with pleaſure and pride, 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt dutiful niece, 


And fincerely affectionate friend, 


- ELIZA DOROTHEA TUITE. 


Gay Street, Barn, 
March, 1796. 


POEMS. 


ANSWER 


10 


Ms. GREVILLE's : 


« ODE TO INDIFFREENCE.” 


1. 
Wunx tuneful GRE VILIE ſweetly ſings 
The joy that cold Indifference brings, 
A nobler theme I'll chuſe; 
As tender feeling ſhall inſpire, 
I'll ſtring my long neglected lyre, 


And court once more the Muſe. 


4 POEMS. 


11. 
I ſeek not fame, 1 praiſe, 
Nor envy all the verdant bays, . 
That blooms round GREVIILILE's head; 
May laurels too her brows entwine, 
More ſuited to my Muſe, o'er mine 
Be fonder myrtles ſpread. | 


111. 
Sweet type of conſtancy and love, 
Its emblematic charms will prove, 
The hope I'll ne'er reſign; 
In friendſhip IIA in love ſincere, 
To me affections bonds are dear, p 
Oh, may they ſtill be mine. 


IV. 
And pardon, Gib ie tho? I dare, 
(While I admire) reprove a pray'r, 
so little worthy thee 5 
How could a heart thus form'd to know, 
The tranſports that from feelings flow, 
E'er ſigh for Apathy? 


v. 
You *© aſk no kind return in Love,” 
Its hopes and fears, you would not prove, 
But ſcorn a lover's name; 
You “ ſeek no 8 chats to pleaſe,” 
And ſigh for that inſipid eaſe, 
That ev'ry brute may claim. 
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VI. 

Oh! GEVIIIE could that heart of thine, 

Whoſe feeling glows, thro? ev'ry line, 
The ſacred touch diſown, 

That bids the tear of pity flow, 

And melts the ſoul, at others woe, 


Or makes their Joy its own ? 


VII. 
Could ſhe, who as the needle true, 
Was form'd to turn, and tremble too,“ 
A gift ſo rare deſpiſe ? 
Could ſhe, by nature taught to pleaſe, 
(Whoſe ſmiles, might ſorrow's bondage eaſe) 
Would fhe Indiff'rence prize? 


VIII. 

Diſtreſs the mind may often wound, 

While bli can ſcarce e er reach the bound 
Twixt joy 5 agony; 

But who that bound' ry to attain, 


Would not endure whole years of pain, 


Can never feel like me. 


IX, 
Should I a lover's fondneſs claim, 
I hope to feel Ae flame, 

Will ſeek each charm to pleaſe ; 
Be bleſt, in bleſſing what I love, 
And each illib'ral thought reprove, 

That tends to ſelfiſh eaſe ; 


POEMS, 


Xs 
Hence cold Indiff*rence far from me, 
'Tis tender Senſibility 
u pleaſure yields; 
My days, I would not have ſerene, 


: 80 hope but paint the varying ſcene 


That expectation gilds. 


xl. 

Regret may oft extort a ſigh, 

Or diſappointment cloud the ſky, 
And blaſt my promis'd joys ; 

But hope, again may warm my breaſt, 

And others bliſs can make me bleſt, 


Tho? care my own deſtroys. 


POEMS, 


WRITTEN AT THE 


CLOSE OF THE YEAR 1794. 


J UST this time thirty years ago 
I came into this world of woe ; 


And ſure of all the years I've paſt, 
Few have been equal to the laſt. 
But of this fatal Ninety-four, 

Buy treaſon blaſted, ſteep'd in gore, 
Impartial let me take review, 

Ere it receives my laſt adieu, 

Oh could the page by horror ſtain'd, 
But ſhew one ſtep, by virtue gain'd, 


- POEMS. 


Then would 1 grieve, the ſcene was o'er, 
And bleſs departing Ninety-four ; 

But vain the fruitleſs wiſh appears, 

(As idle, as moſt hopes and fears) 
Thro' private life, 8 we glance, 
Tis all the ſame unmeaning dance, 
Change part'ners, ſkip from fide to fide, 
But ſtill no ebb, to folly's tide. 

Our women, of all ſhame bereft, 

Have Gs more form, than feeling left ; 
To pleaſe the vary'ng eye of taſte, 
They ſport, juſt half an inch of waiſt, 
Their ſhapes, ambitious to diſplay, 

Ne be eee 

| © Their limbs expor'd, their boſoms bare, 
Still ſo reſerv'd, the Britiſh fair : 
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That many deem it a diſgrace, 
To let one ſee a naked face ; 
And art, with liviſh hand, ſupplies 
The bluſhes, . modeſty denies ; 
Our men (but here I am to blame, 
To give to forward boys the name, 
Our beaux then) we muſt all confeſs, 
Do not take too much pains to dreſs, 
(For that they have not time to ſpare, 

A Beau diſdains to comb his hair) 
With breeches, half-way down their legs, 
Coats looſe, as tho they hung on pegs, 
Huge ſtocks their beardleſs chins to hide, 
Huge cudgels, dangling by their fide, 
Gigantic hats, on pigmy ſhoulders, 
Enough to frighten all beholders, 
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In ſhort, their follies to expoſe, 
Seems the whole ſtudy of our beaux, 

And ſhe who moſt in art als, ws 

Now leads the ton, *midſt modern belles : 
With beating heart, as I explore, 

The blotted page of Ninety-four, 

In vain I fk; ſome cauſe to find, 
Of triumph to a Britiſh mind ; 
What tho? our armies undiſmay'd, 
Their wonted valor have diſplay'd ? 

Tho' Hows, and his victorious fleet, 
Again their country's foes ſhould meet, 
Uſeleſs their triumphs o'er the main, 

- Our gallant ſoldiers, bleed in vain, 
While luxury's deſtructive band, 
Thus locuſt-like, pollute the land; 
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While faſhion's idle, motley; crew, 

The fame unthinking courſe purſue ; 

'Tis the long files, of bills unpaid, | 

That ruin induſtry, and trade, 

While ſears rogues, and pimps, are fed, 
With what ſhould give, the artift bread ; 
To diſſipation, cards, and dice, xd 
See health, and peace, the facrifice ; 

From willing dupes, and titled cheats, 

| Morality appall'd retreats ; 

Reflection, from the croud has fled, 

To hide in ſhades her ſober head, 
Friendſhip (of faſhion's ſlaves the jeſt, 
The pride of ev'ry honeſt breaſt); 


Reſolv'd no more to be the tool, | 


Or ſport, of ev'ry knave and fool, 
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Indignant quits the buly age 
| And fecks the peaceful ne 
Oh England thou wouldſt. be too bleſt, 
Were but thy nobleſt ſons, thy beſt, 
Thou hadſt not then been bought or ſold, 
For thirſt of pow'r, or thirſt of gold. 


Did but thy lovely daughters try, 

In virtue, . 

Would they, the courſe of vice reſtrain, 
Our W foes might threat in vain; 
Suſpended then, twixt hope and fear, 
We ſhould not wait th' approaching year, 
Nor children 10 unborn deplore, 


be fad events of N inety-four, 


In early life, ere baneful art 
Had taught me to beware, 

Falſe Damon ſtole my youthful heart, 

And planted ſorrow there; 

By nature tender, and ſincere, 
I lov'd and doubted not; 

Nor thought, that vows to me ſo dear, 
Would be by him forgot ; 
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But love's bright morn, by clouds o erſpread, 
Chang'd to a winter's night ; 

And hope's deluſive meteors fled, 
More denden ſtill than bright; 


In friendſhip "ER I ſought repoſe, 
Long was the trial vain, 

(For worldly friends are ſpecious foes, 
I left them i in diſdain), 


Indignant at the light coquette, 
Diſguſted by the prude, 
I turn'd from both, without regret, 


And Ss St 


POEMS. 15 


There, wand'ring thro' the peaceful ſhade, | 
I to a cottage came, | 
Where muſing fat a lovely maid, 


Refletion was her name; 


6e Stranger,” ſaid ſhe, . thou'rt welcome here, 
© Few court my aid in vain ; ö 
4 *Tis mine, to dry the mourner's tear, 


And ſooth the martyr's pain. 


5 *Tis mine (for gracious purpoſe giv'n). 
* To baniſh fell deſpair, 

* To raiſe the downcaſt eye to heav'n, 
* And point out comfort there.” 


— 
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16 | POEMS. * 


— 


As thus ſhe ſpoke, a glaſs ſhe held, 
To my aſtoniſh'd view, 
Where all my actions I beheld, | 


But dreſt in colors ne-, , 


The miſts by F olly round me freed, 
Departed as a dream, | 

Like morning-dew the vapors fled, 
Before the noontide beam. 


The hopes that vanity had rais'd, 
As quickly paſs'd away, 
And many a deed by flatt'ry prais'd, 
- Now ſhunn'd the glare of day ; 


POEMS. 
a | 


The pleaſures of the world I ſaw, 
Stripp'd of their borrow'd light ; 

Oppreſs d with reverence and awe, 
I ficken'd at the fight ; 


Till thus the nymph, © When longer known, 
My glaſs will fright thee leſs ; 

Its value, to thy youth unknown, 
Thy riper years ſhall blels, 


„ Twill teach thee, in thyſelf to find 
A ſource of laſting peace; 

The joy that fills the lib'ral mind, 
« Refleftion muſt increaſe. 


0 


LJ: 


The gen'rous heart, that loves to ſhare, 
Or calm another's grief, 
Shall find from me, in ev'ry care, 


* A permanent relief. 


Seek not for friends amidſt the gay, 
* The proſp'rous, or the loud, 
% Friendſhip (attir'd in ſober grey), 
+ Is loſt amidſt the croud. 


But hie thee to the couch of pain, 
Or to th' abode of care, 

« (Altho' ſhe pleaſure's haunts diſdain) 
* Thouw'lt ſurely find her there ; 


« For train'd by me, in ſorrow's ſchool, 
“All ſpecious ſhew ſhe flies | 

5 The proud contemns, avoids the fool, 
The profligate defies; 


“ While ſkill'd in ev'ry tender art, 

« She ſeeks out the diſtreſt, ba 
* Pours balm into the wounded heart, 

And lulls its cares to reſt. 


« Wouldſt thou this valued prize obtain, 
« Deſerve a gift ſo rare; 

“All felfiſh ills henceforth diſdain, 
« Make others bliſs thy care; 


C2 
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To heav'ns high will be till refign'd ; 
Truths feral laws revere ; 
« Be juſt, . benevolent, and kind, 


« F 


And faithful, as ſincere. 
So ſhalt thou bind thy earthly friends, 
&* In chains of laſting love; 


And (when this tate of trial ends) 


© Secure a friend above.” 


POEMS, 21 


IMITATION OF A POEM 
oF 


SIR PHILIP SIDNEY's. 


& Aftrophel and Stella ſweet.” 


| STREPHON, ſlave of hopeleſs love, ; 
Hied him to a lonely grove, 
Where beneath the ſhade conceal'd, 
Thus his paſſion he reveal'd, 
« Faireſt of the virgin train, 
Much lov'd ** of all my pain, 
* If the wealth of worlds were mine, 
“ Stella, it ſhould all be thine ; 


“(Vet could wealth thy hand obtain, 
“ Strephon would that hand diſdain :) 


22 PCEMS. 


Mine, alas, thou canſt not be, 
„I can neer aſpire to thee. 
* Loſt to hope, a wretch forlorn, 
% Hapleſs Strephon's doom'd to mourn, 
« Forc'd that tender love to hide, 
© Which to boaſt, would be his pride, 
6 Still to drag a hopeleſs chain, 
6 Still to weep, but wyoug in vain ; 
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« Fate, and fortune, are my foes, 
Death flows can end my woes. 
Far from thee, ſweet maid I go, 
« Leſt thou ſhouldſt my ſorrows know ; 
| « Leſt thy ſoft and gen'rous heart, 
9 In my grief, ſhould bear a part; 
„ Stella, mayſt thou live Waise 


From the pangs that I endure, 


May, whoe'er thou deign'ſt to bleſs, 
i Juſtly prize his happineſs ; 

May his ev'ry thought be thine, 

* May his paſſion equal mine, 
„While I till, in denn dwell, 

On thoſe charms, I love ſo well, 
Still at humble diſtance trace, 

% Ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace, 
Nature's laviſh hand combin'd, 
In thy perſon, face, and mind.” 
Stella, who was paſling near, 

Chanc'd the ſhepherds plaint to hear ; 
Long ſhe'd read, in Strephon's eyes, 
Love that ſhone, thro? all diſguiſe, 
Nor unmov'd the barrier ſeen, 


Cruel fortune plac'd between ; 
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Pity's drops her cheek bede wd, 


At his fond Solicitude ; 
(Softly as at ev*ning's cloſe, 


Falls the dew-drop on the roſe ;) 


Anxious to relieve. his pain, 

Thus ſhe ſpoke, © Thy caution's vain, 
4 Strephon, I have heard thy grief, 
And would fain beſtow relief; 

& But 'tis fruitleſs to repine, 

Fate denies me to be thine ; 
Loet thy agitated ſoul, 

« Yield to rab juſt controul; 
Cannot friendſhip's tender care, 
« Help to ſooth thy fond deſpair 7 
« Oh if pity can impart 

« Comfort to thy wounded heart, 


. POEMS. 


© Let me huſh thy woes to reſt, 

i Calm the tumults of thy breaſt ; 
« Caſt, oh caſt away thy fear, 

0 Stella ne· er was inſincere.“ 
Strephon a diſtreſt, 
Tenderly his thanks expreſt; 

But in friendſhip's ſpecious name, 
Still he nurv'd his ſecret flame; 
His pale cheeks alone betray'd, 
The grief that on his vitals prey'd, 


Of his love, he ſpoke no more, 


Stella thought his ſtruggles o'er, 
But, when ſhe became a bride, 
Yielding to his fate, he died. 


25 


26 | POEMS, 


ON BEING DESIRED BY 
A VERY LOQUACIOUS LADY 


TO MAKE VERSES ON HER, 


Un 
Come, I beſeech thee, tune my lyre, 
» 
loudeſt of her kind, 


« For 


Tag For me, the honor has deſign'd, 


« Of rhyming in her praiſe.” 8 


& Indeed,” replied the. ſerious Mule, 


« Your ſuit I'm ſorry to refule, 


* But cannot grant your pray'r ; 


* 
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(6 How ſtrange and idle, this requeſt, 
You know I never write in jeſt, 


How can I praiſe the fair ? 


Next to Erato, I applied, 
And thus, half-ſighing, ſhe replied, 
No more this ſuit prefer, 
„Why ſhould I fing in Us praiſe ? 
« 'Tis feeling, that infpires my lays, 
And who could feel for Her pn 


Confus'd, ſurpriz'd, and diſcontent, 
To gay Thalia, next I went, 

And humbly aſk'd her aid ; 
But aſk'd in vain, for to my pray'r, 


With careleſs, but determin'd air, 


Thus ſpoke the laughing maid ; 


7 


28 POEMS. - 


Both Clio and Erato too, 
Declar'd they'd nothing have to do 
n . 
n Clio on frious fubjefts writes, 
« Erato, in ſoft themes delights, 
And I compole for fame; 


Not one of all the tuneful Nine, 

* Will ever help you to a line, 

Sb map igen be, 

« Too trifling Clio to employ, 

« Too bold to be Erato's joy, 
“And far too dull for Me.” 


1 POEMS. 29 


LINES 
ON A 


ROSE. 


Baichr Roſe, whoſe fragrance fill'd the air, 
Whoſe beauty charm'd my fight, 

Whoſe op'ning bloom, my abſent fair 
Survey'd with fond delight ; 


Thy fweets recall the moments paſt, 
Her preſence made fo dear, 

On thee, her parting glance ſhe caſt, 
To hide the falling tear, 
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But why thus faded is thy bloom, 
Why are thy colors flown ? 
Thy ſun 515 and in thy doom 
I plainly read my own 


Thy hours of triumph ſwiftly flew, 
How quickly they were paſt ! 

My days of joy = LIE 
Nor did they longer laſt. 


Exulting on thy parent tree, 
Till from her boſom torn ; 
Now parted from thy friend, like me, 


n Thou art like me forlorn . 


POEMS, 


Oh wert thou ſtill beneath her ſhade, 
Thou wouldſt not thus decline; 
But far from her, thy glories fade— 


How like thy fate and mine ! 


Couldſt thou, my Laura's boſom grace, 
E'en drooping as thou art, 

She would the fad reſemblance trace, 
And preſs thee to her heart. 


Go then, and ayer now preſent 
The emblem: off my wot; 
Tell her, my youth, in forrow ſpent, 
1s but a with'ring vole. 


Z2 


WRITTEN 
AS 4 SYLPH 
10 


A YOUNG LADY. 


Tnou beauteous object of my conſtant care, 
The beſt, as well as faireſt, of the fair, 
Whole face, by nature's pencil was deſign'd, 
The perfect image of a ſpotleſs mind; 
To Zephyr's voice, oh lend awhile thine ear, 
His thoughts are partial, but his words ſincere ; 
Nor let my nature, which ſo pure appears, 

; i Raiſe in thy mind involuntary fears; 


A mortal once, and ſuch as thou art now, 


Faulty myſelf, I can for thee allow ; 
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When firſt I was in human form array'd, 
Thoughtleſs and vain, word Folly's ſhrine I ſtray'd, 
But ſome kind ſylph (in pity of my youth) 
Led back my footſteps to the paths of Truth, 
There in a glaſs by Reaſon's order held, 

Virtue and Vice I equally beheld, 

The firſt a maid, in ſimple garb attir'd, 

And only dreſs'd, as modeſty a ; 

Her ſpotleſs robe diſplay'd no ſhew of wealth, 
Her cheeks were painted by the hand of health, 
A pale bluſh roſe did her white breaſt adorn, 
Which, like its weirer, was without a thorn, 
A turtle dove was on her knees reclin'd, 


The tender emblem of a conſtant mind; 


On her right hand fat Peace with brows unbent, 


And on her left was plac'd the nymph Content, 


D 


34 | POEMS, 

While at her feet, (by true Religion bound,) 
Revenge and Pride, lay proſtrate on the ground, 
Round the fair ſhrine of this attractive maid, 

A various throng their adorations paid ; | 
Firſt, led by Innocence, a youthful band 

Of nymphs and ſwains came forward hand-in-hand ; 
By Virtue arm'd, they broke thro? Folly's chain, 
And Diſſipation ſpread her lures in vain ; 
Experience, follow'd by a reverend crowd, 

With ſilver'd heads before the altar bow'd, 

And on their knees their grateful homage paid, 
Thanks for the paſt, and pray'rs for future aid; 

I turn'd my eyes from this unclouded ſcene, 
To one more brilliant, but far leſs ſerene ; 

"CHAP a throne, of ſhining metal made, 


I faw a nymph, in coſtly robes array'd ; 


POEMS. 35 


Her dreſs was looſe, her cheeks were ſmear'd with red, 
And various jewels glitter'd in her head; 

She held an owl, the hideous bird of night, 

Type of herſelf, * that ever ſhrinks from light 3” | 
On her right hand, puff'd up with Gignity, 

Sat Pride, elate in fancied majeſty ; 

And on her left, in robe of various hue, V's 
Smooth-faced Hypocriſy appear'd in view; 
Around her throne, a motley crew were ſeen, 
Wan were their looks, tho' riotous their mien, 

And while their ove, with horrid oaths they made, 
They ſpoke anduagjted, and yet ſeem'd afraid; 
Some hurried on, their promis'd bliſs to find, 

Some few look'd back, ſtill fewer ſtaid behind, 

But all appear'd, if &er they ſtopp'd to reſt, 


By fear and conſcience cruelly oppreſt: 
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36 POEMS. 


Shock'd at the light, I turn'd my head afide, 
And thus addref'd my kind and partial guide : 
Since Virtue ſeems thus in herſelf fo fair, 


« And Vice appetrs ſo vile a garb to wear, 
% Say how can Folly thus miſlead mankind, 
4 Since to be vicious they muſt firſt be blind?” 
& Think not,” ſaid he, © that all the world like FOES 
With eyes immortal are allow'd to ſee ; 
+ Giv'n to my charge, e'en from thy earlieſt birth, 
+ I watch'd thy youth, and rais'd thy thoughts 
from earth, 
+ I ſtrove each kant paſſion to controul, 
e And kd the wild emotions ; of thy ſoul ; 
« Tho! Vice (who ſeeks to poiſon Virtue's way) 
* Oft tried to lead thy giddy youth aſtray, 
Vain were her efforts, for by Fate's decree, - 
Thy future being was conſign'd to me ; 


« To Truth's bright paths thy wand'ring ſteps I led, 
“ Fer gathering clouds could burſt around thy head, 
% But now that I no longer can defend, 

“That all thy ations on thyſelf depend, 

For no more canſt thou by thy ſylph be led, 
When ſixteen ſuns are number'd o'er thy head) 
« Ones e len ee Big; e 
LJ'aſſiſt thy choice, ere yet it be too late; 

* »Tis for this purpoſe I have brought thee here, 
6 Where Truth and Error undiſguis'd appear, 

« Now then decide, belong to Virtue's train, 

« And firmly bold; all Vice's lures Mühl 

4 Or follow Vice, and leave at once behind 

« True pleaſure, happineſs, and peace of mind, 
If, ſway'd by me, bright Virtue warm thy ſoul, 


* And Honor's precepts ſhall thy ſteps controul, 


Then ſhall thy life, in ſmootheſt courſe glide on, 
« And coming joys ſucceed to pleaſures gone; 
* And when at length thou doſt reſign thy breath, 
* And yield undaunted to the ſtroke of death, 
* Then ſhall thy ſpirit from its aſhes riſe, 
ce And ſylphs ſhall waft thee to thy native ſkies, 
« Where join'd with Ariel, (to reward his care) 
With him thou'lt range amidſt the fields of air 
« A fylph thyſelf, <therial, unconfin'd, 
« Watch o'er the faireſt of the human kind, 
«© And guide th' exfotions of the youthful breaſt, 
5 To ſeek in Virtue for eternal reſt, 
' « But if, unmindful of thy friend's advice, 
* & Thy choice ſhould light upon the pomp of Vice, 
« Then ſtinging conſcience will diſturb thy peace, 
And paſlions by indulgence muſt increaſe ; 
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« Till care ſhall end a life of pain and woe, 
« And thou ſhalt join thy fiſter-fiends below, 
& Where (tho* no longer able to do ill) 

& Reflettion's arrows ſhall purſue thee ſtill ; 
5 Think then and chuſe, but firſt the diff rence weigh, 
& Vice will not ſpare, and Vzrtue can't a day. 
Convinc'd at once, I own'd the nymph divine, 
And bow'd, devoutly proſtrate, at her ſhrine ; 
My fylph delighted, ſa the incenſe riſe, 

And ſnatch'd me early to the azure ſkies, 

Leſt in a world, and with a mind ſo frail, 

The arts of Vice o'er Virtue ſhould prevail; 
To Virtue's vot'ries I was inſtant led, 

A crown of laurel twin'd around my head, 
Midſt fylphs receiv'd, I roam the air at large, 
And join with Ariel, in his pleaſing charge; 
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While he attends to ſome more gen'ral care, * 
I watch with anxious eyes my fav'rite fair; 

Oh may my efforts with ſucceſs be crown'd, 

And ang thy ſteps from Folly's depths profound : 
But moſt of all I would, with cautious art, 
Defend each tender inlet to thy heart, 

Love is by man, too oft, a traffic made, 

The world's a ſtage, where various tricks are play'd, 
And woman's mind is in itſelf 0 light, 
That tis a a which rules, the wrong or right. 
Not ſo with thee, tho! faireſt of thy kind, 

Thy face is not hot Rattles than thy mind ; 

Thy partial Fate, by tender care advis'd, 

: Sent Reaſon in a Parent's form diſguis'd, | 

To form thy morals, guide thy youthful courſe, 
And give to precept, by example, force ; 
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Yet ſuch is nature, that a mother's word, 
However juſt, too oft is thought abſurd ; 

Well knowing this, thy {ylph now dares reveal 
The ſecret, Fate would force me to conceal ; 

I ſure can have no int'reſt to adviſe, 

And Reaſon cannot err, and muſt be wiſe ; 
Truſt then to her, ſince in a mother's form, 
She will for that, more tenderly inform 

Thy faults are trivial, hard to be deſcry'd, 
Small as they are, they pique a parent's pride, 
Who fain would ſee her darling offspring prove 
The object of eſteem, as much as love; 

No thin diſguiſe the ſylphid race can blind, 
Who read the inmoſt foldir.gs of the mind ; 

I know thy thoughts, and trace by heav'nly art 
The ſeeds of ev'ry virtue in thy heart ; 
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Well rooted all, but ſome leſs ſtrong appear, 

(Be not diſpleas d, the ſylph muſt be ſincere) 
'Becauſe inclos'd by Folly's tangled roots, | 
Which weak themſelves, annoy the tender ſhoots ; 
One effort will from Folly rid the foil, | 
And Virtue's fruits will well reward thy toil ; 
Thy parent Reaſon, with attentive {kill, 

Has prun'd thy mind, but cannot change thy will ; 
In vain the gard'ner has 8 trac'd, 

If the dull owner leave the ground a waſte; 


With watchful care each vain deſire controul, 


She has began, on thee depends the whole; 
Yet oft implore, ſince thou wilt need, her aid, 
Be not of her, but of thyſelf afraid; 

Nor raſily blame, nor haſtily applaud, 

Let nothing meet contempt from thee, but fraud; 
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Not all that ſwear implicitly believe, 

Nor think that all who promiſe will deceive ; 
Who's ever doubting muſt be oft unjuſt, 

'Tis better be deceiv'd than never truſt 

If thou'rt ſo bleſt, a real friend to find, 

Thou canſt not be too tender, nor too kind, 
If thou ſhouldſt err, thy error nobly own, . » 
(Repentance may for many faults atone) 

Nor yet be humbled, for 'tis right to bend, 
And pride ill-plac'd, may rob thee of thy friend; 
In friendſhip, as in love, it is confeſt, 

There's no ſuperior, but who loves the beſt, 
Let this one rule be always in thy mind, 

To this one point be all thy views confin'd, 
That Virtue only can ſufficient prove, 


The ills of life to lighten, or remove, 
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Let Virtue then be all thy actions aim, 

Let this purſuit thy ſole attention claim; 

Think that of all the beauties of thy face, 
Some fleeting years muſt baniſh ev'ry trace, 
Thoſe charms on which thou doſt enraptur'd look, 
Are but the gilded binding of a book ; 

Thy manners /oft, een in this poliſh'd age, 

Are but the preface to the follow'ng | page; 

Shall then this page, a tedious blank be found, 
Or what's till worſe, with horrid 81.0Ts abound ? 
Shall it deſpis'd, rejected, be thrown by, 

And ſhock the feelings, while it charms the eye ? 
Oh no, wouldſt thou a higher praiſe obtain ? 


Be of thy merit, not thy beauty vain ; 


* 


All- bounteous Nature ſtampt upon thy face 


Each winning charm, and ev'ry outward grace, 


Thy form with each attraction ſhe endu'd, 

And in thy mind. thoſe various gifts renew'd ; 
Do then thy part, negle& not pow'rs like theſe, 
Uſe well thy talents, nor tefuſe to pleaſe ; 

Be but thyſelf, in nitive luſles thing, 

Thy ſex's virtues, not their faults, be thine ; 

If with applauſe thou doſt my work ſurvey, » 
The joy of pleaſing ſhall my care repay 3 

If unoffended by a lay ſincere, 

The ſylph's advice is welcome to thine ear, 

Soon as thy words thy wiſhes do expreſs, 

Thy faithful guardian ſhall again addreſs ; 


Let his pure counſels thy attention ſhare, 


And own with gratitude thy zephyr's care, 
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SECOND POEM, 


WRITTEN 


AS 4 SYLPH 


TO A 


VERY YOUNG LADY. 


TI E ſylph, attentive to thy ev'ry thought, 
Perceives with joy, th' effect his cares have wrought, 
Sees thy emotions, with delighted eyes, 

And partial, views thy wiſhes as they riſe ; 

Fain wouldſt thou know, by what extent of art, 

I read the inmoſt 4048 of thy heart ? 


Thou wouldſt be told (but who thy doubts can clear) 
1 f eer my form ſhall to thy eyes appear ? 
Let this aſſurance hence thy fears relieve, 


The ſylph etherial ſtoops not to deceive ; 
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No idle dreamer ſecks to ſet thee wrong: 
No fiction cheats thee with delufive ſong ; 
But an immibutel does in ett 0 

To be at once thy monitor and friend ; 

For thee, I quit the ſportive fields of air, 
For thee, eternal pleaſures I prepare, 

For thy dear fake, I freely quit the ſkies, 
And in a world unthankful, dare adviſe.— 
Truſt then to me, to my inſtructions yield, 
My truth thy ſurety, myſelf thy ſhield: 
To view the ſylph in vain thy wiſhes riſe, 
Immortals ne'er rt to human eyes; 
Obliged by Fate's deciſion to abide, 

In clouds and miſts my real ſelf I hide, 
vet ſhall my pencil, leſs reſtrain'd, deſcribe 
Thy zephyr, trueſt of th' etherial tribe : 
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All doubts diſpel, all fooliſh fears diſcard, 


And view the image of thy faithful guard; 
* My laurel crown denotes eternal youth, 


And that ſucceſs, which ever follows truth ; 


The azure zone, by which my veſt's confin'd, 


Beſpeaks a tender, as a conſtant mind ; 

My wings unfolded ready zeal expreſs ; 

The clouds that bear me, mighty pow'r vonkek | ; 
And the ſerenity my looks impart, 


Declares a conſcious reftitude of heart; 


Accept with joy the welcome gift, my fair, 
Dear favor'd objeft of my tendereſt care, 
And oh, with ſteady calm attention hear 


* The prudent counſels of a friend ſincere : 


Thou'lt ſoon arrive at that moſt dang'rous age, 
When led an actreſs on the world's wide ſtage, 


* Here was a drawing ſuch as deſcribed. 
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Thoſe ſcenes of riot thou wilt partial view, 
Which oft indulg'd, thy reaſon may ſubdue ; 


My pow'r extends but to the inward heart, 


To rule thy condutt is thy proper part; 
To ſhun deceit thro? all its dark diſguiſe, 


Not even Virtue can alone ſuffice, 

And Innocence a helpleſs guide would be, on 
To ſteer thee through life's rough and ſtormy ſea ; * 
Begin een now the medium to diſcern, 

Thou knoweſt much, but thou haſt more to learn; 
Sincerity of heart thou ſhouldſt poſſeſs, 

Yet all thy thoughts tis weaknels to confels ; 
Diſtruſt and doubt ill ſuit thy ſanguine youth, 
When thou ſhouldſt ſpeak, fear not to ſpeak the truth, 
But while thou canſt ; wounding truth conceal, 


Thou art not bound thy knowledge to reveal ; 


E 
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Tho! far above diſguiſe thou ſhouldſt appear, 

Thou need'ſt not ſure be rude to be fincere + 
Een to thy cider Join a juſt reſerve, 

Nor ever from the prudent maxim ſwerve: 


The world abounds with thoſe who're ever prone, 


To think the faults of others veil their own 5 

For this they watch with quick envenom'd eyes, 
And malice ev'ry action magnihes, 

Tho? I would have thee cautious and reſery'd, 
Take care thy wiſh to be ſo 's not obſerv'd, 

For ſhe whom int'reſt makes thy ſecret foe, 
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If known for ſuch will ſoon be doubly ſo; 
Learn then from me one ſtroke. of harmle*f art, 
And grave the faithful dictate on thy heart; | 


#74 be IS C2 YE ot 


| (Where'er thou lov'ſt thou wilt of courſe be kind, 
But to thy friends be not thy fmiles confin'd), 
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Tho! for a better world I would prepare 

Thy gentle youth, and fix thy wiſhes there, 

Yet as on earth thou'rt doom'd thy worth to prove, 
F'er thou canſt riſe to nobler ſcenes above, 

I would (to fit thee for the double part) | 

To earth thy manners form, for Heaven thy heart ; 
Thy future deſtiny's to me unknown, 24. 
(Thoſe truths are hid from all, but Fate alone) 
Yet as this morning from the realms of light, 
Intent on thee I took my rapid flight, 

Wrote on thy ruling ſtar I faw appear, 

The various changes of th? approaching year : 
Then oh, take heed, unguarded as thou art, 

: Leſt pleaſures meant t' amuſe ſhould fix thy heart; 
Leſt they, intended for an idle hour, 10 
Should rule thy life with their deſtructive pow'r; 


E 2 
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Too ſoon will Flatt'ry's ſoft bewitching tongue 
Attempt to lure thee with her ſyren ſong, 
And join'd with Vanity, pretend to prove, 
Her praiſes flow from Juſtice as from love ; 
With timely: Caution ſhield thyſelf, my fair, 
Leſt harſh Experience force thee to beware, 
Shake off the ruling paſſion of thy lex, 
No cares ſhall haunt thee, and no doubts perplex ; 
Ne'er fan a flame thou doſt not truly ſhare, 
Nor let that lover hope who muſt deſpair, 
To * and folly's vot'ries leave deſign, 
Jo raile the thought, and touch the heart be thine; 
The prize of virtue then thou ſhalt obtain, 
More worth than all th applauſe thy charms could gain, 
1 do not fear, that with a mind ſo pure, 
Thy morals ſhould not always be ſecure ; 
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But human nature muſt to me be known, 
Who ſtill remember what was once my own. 
Candid thyſelf, and ever moſt ſincere, | 
Deceit in others thou doſt ſeldom fear ; | 
No diſappointments yet thy hopes have croſt, 
In no ſuſpenſe has yet thy foul been toſt, 
And oh, may long the neutral bliſs remain, 
Since pleaſure's ever follow'd cloſe by pain: 
As yet no ſorrow heaves thy ſnowy breaſt, 
No tender woe is on thy mind impreſt, 
Hope, . Youth, and Joy enliven ev'ry grace, 
And bleſt Indiff — ſmiles upon thy face; 


But who can tell how long this calm may laſt? 


We dare not judge the future by the paſt ; 
Thy tender heart was for Affection made, 
But ſeek the ſubſtance and avoid the ſhade. 
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Take heed leſt Inexperience ſhould miſlead, 
And care to thy imprudent FW ſucceed, 

A few ſoft words at firſt without deſign, 
May make impreſſion on a heart like thine ; 
Attention ſoon the conqueſt may complete, 
And Hope will help to cut off thy retreat, 
Till by ſome pref'rence indiſcreetly ſhown, 
Thy fooliſh, fond partiality is known : : 

And (if thy lover's of the common hank 

Who've naught in view but juſt to be prefer'd) 

Soon as thy kindneſs triumphs o'er thy pride, 

Ad mi nende, 

He'll leave thee, laughing at thy ſecret woe, 
or deign his public pity to beſtow, 

; (Pity by far more dreadful to be borne, 

Than more apparent, leſs provoking, ſcorn.) 
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From this too common ſcene now turn aſide, 
And view the proſpect on the fairer fide, 

While male coquets exert their ev'ry art, 

Place thou the ſhield of prudence o'er thy heart, 
Thou'lt hear unmov'd their well- affected ſighs, 
And their profeſſions, like themſelves, deſpiſe : 
View now behind them a reſpectful youth, 
Whoſe timid looks ſpeak modeſty and truth, 
Whoſe tender heart ſubmiſſive to thy charms, 
Thy ſmile or frown, or raiſes, or alarms ; 

| Who once convinc'd thou'ſt heard his ſecret fighs, 
Nor ſeeks concealment, nor affects diſguiſe, 

But to thy parent Reaſon will apply, 

By her en his wiſh to ratify; 

Tis ſuch a man ſhould thy attention claim, 


And fuch ths deſerves a lover's name ; 
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Tho? he who truly and ſincerely loves, 


Muſt wiſh to gain the fair whom he approves ; | 


Yet if (as often fortune will diſcard, 
The one who moſt deſerves her beſt regard) 
To his fond ſuit ſhe unpropitious prove, 
He'll ſeek to hide, or to ſuppreſs, his love, 
For real love can never try to gain 

Its obje&'s heart, to give that objell pam ; 
Sincere attachmenit's of a gen'rous kind, 
Exalts the feelings, and expands the mind, 
And be this maxim on thy mind impreſt, 
Who'd lead thee wrong, can never hos thee beft. 
Still on one theme I have not thought t' adviſe, 
For this thy own reflections will ſuffice ; 

Nor need I ever name this point to thee, 


Becauſe I know thy native modeſty ; 
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Yet to preſerve it ever be thy care, 

'Tis this that beſt, and we adorns the fair ; 

Not all the matchleſs beniiits of thy face, 

Thy dimpled ſmiles, and each attractive grace, 
Devoid of modeſty, could long retain, | 

A heart that's worthy of ſo bright a chain. 

Now fare thee well, may ev'ry gentle joy, | 
Fill thy glad breaſt, and all thy thoughts employ, 
And ev'ry bleſſing bounteous Heav'n can give, 


Mayſt thou dear object of my cares receive. 
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. ON 


GIVING ADVICE. 


To O fondly anxious for my Celia's fame, 
I watch'd her ſteps with quick, tho” partial eyes; 
And e'er een malice could her conduct blame, 
Officious friendſhip urg d me to adviſe. 


Altho' with kindeſt, tend'reſt views I ſpoke, 
Fearful ſhe might my honeſt zeal miſtruſt, 
I trembling ſtood, but ſoon ſhe ſilence broke, 


And in ſoft accents own'd my caution juſt. 
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My fears remov'd, I bleſs'd the welcome found, 
That ſhew'd her not offended by my care ; 

I felt my heart with ſecret joy rebound, 
For her applauſe had left contentment there. 


(So when the ſun's by low'ring clouds o'ercaſt, 
The birds in filence wait th* impending ſtorm, 
The light returning, and the vapor paſt, 
Joy ſeems again their little breaſts to warm.) 


Thus Celia, thus, may ev'ry ſorrow fly, 
That would 'twixt thee and pleaſure intervene, 
May thy whole life be one unclouded ſky, 


* 


And azure hope for ever paint the ſcene. 
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May no dark miſt of care, no tint of woe, 
The ſhining proſpects of thy youth obſcure, 

Oh may thy winter-days, as peaceful flow, 
nn 


And when old age ſhall filver o'er thy head, 
And rob thy cheeks of all their native bloom, 

When the ſoft radiance of thine eyes has fled, 
And that fair face ſhall ſeem but beauty's tomb, 


Then may Reflection ſhed her healing bali 
And ſpite of time, keep wrinkled care at bay, 

Till life Juſt ending, like an ev'ning calm, 

$ Shall ſoftly ebbing, gently ſteal away. 
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DAMON axp LAURA. 


A FRAGMENT, 


J UST had the lark began his tuneful lay, 

In grateful homage to the god of day, 

(Whoſe radiant beams had ſcarce illum'd the morn, 
And bid the dew-drop gliſten on the thorn) 

When penſive Dando from his couch aroſe, 

To muſe 2 * his ſecret woes. 

This youth (the pride of Arden's fertile plain) 
Was deem'd the pattern of the village: train, 
Poſleſs'd of wealth beyond what he deſir'd, 

The fwains all envied him, the nymphs admir'd;_ . 
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His ſoul was noble, gen'rous, and ſincere, 

He knew no odious art, no guilty fear, 

Each lib'ral feeling reign'd within his breaſt, 

By fortune favor'd, as by nature bleſt ; | 

From modeſt want he never coldly turn'd, 

Nor from his door the wretched ſuppliant bord - 
Of cheerful mind, but ſhunning noiſe and ſtrife, 
Remote from towns he led a peaceful life ; 

Scarce twice twelve ſuns were * o'er his head, 
Or manhood's ſhade around his features ſpread ; 

His ruddy cheeks the bloom of health diſplay'd; 
His fpeaking eyes his inmoſt ſoul betray d; 
Foremoſt in ev'ry youthful ſport he ſhone, 
Excelling many, and excell'd by none. 

The chaſe his paſſion was, his joy, his pride, 

He laugh'd at 8 and beauty's power defied : 


/ 


n 
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But too ſoon came th' inevitable hour, 

The god offended, with revengeful pow'r, 
Th' unerring ſhaft implanted in his breaſt, 
That robb'd his days of peace, his nights of reſt ; 
Laura (the ouch of many a ſhepherd's pain) 

By chance repair'd a while to Arden's plain. 
She was the ſweeteſt roſe that ever blew AT 
In beauty's garden ; in her boden grew 


Each ſoft perfection; ev'ry winning grace 


Adorn'd her manners; and ſo juſt her face, 


That in its bright tranſitions one could find 
Uncheck'd, the ſecret workings of her mind; 
No cauſe had ſhe her feelings to conceal, 

She had no thought but what ſhe might reveal ; 
Her eyes, of deep cerulean tint, expreſt 


The wiſh (ſcarce yet unfolded in her breaſt, : os 


The native wiſh) in bleſſing to be bleſt. 
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Tuns from thoſe eyes that love ſent forth the dart, 
By which he triumph'd over Damon's heart ; 

- Unconſcious of his danger, he ſurvey'd, | 
With careleſs caſe, the beautics ſhe dilplay'd ; 
He gaz'd and gaz'd; till by their magic won, 
Wond'ring he ſigh'd, and ſighing was undone; 


(Thus Cupid conquer d, and thus ſoon or late, 5 


The proudeſt ſwain may meet with Damon's fate). 

| A ſtranger now to mirth, to peace, or eaſe, 4 

= . Nor rural ſports, nor gaiety could pleaſe * 
Neglected were the haunts he once had ſought, 
Forgot the tricks he d to his favorites taught, 
And thoſe purſuits that made his bliſs before, 

: His TY his "= could pleaſe him wie no more; 
His pallid cheek, his ſunk dejetted eye, 


His agitation, when the nymph was by, 
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(Her own perhaps too) help'd her to unfold 
The ſecret Damon's fears had never told, 

(For real lon is to concealment prone, 

And from pretence is by its rev'rence known). 
At length the much-defired moment came, 


The tender lovers own'd their mutual flame ; 


In courtly lures unſkill'd, ſhe ſcorn'd the arts , 
Beneath her charms, unworthy feeling hearts, 

' She would not wound him with unjuſt diſdain, 
She took no pride in giving others pain, 

And Nature ſpoke for him, nor ſpoke in vain ; 
She priz'd the truth, his ev'ry look expreſt, 
For ſhe was Truth itſelf, by Beauty dreſt. 


But ſcarce had Damon number'd half her charms, 
When ſhe was torn from his expecting arms; 
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He was the maſter of 4 wide domain, 

But ſhe was bound by duty's iron chain; 

The bondage tho? he wiſh'd her to diſown, 

He urg'd her not, her heart was his alone; 

And ſuch her empire, that he never ſhew'd 

A hope, beyond what ſhe herſelf beſtow'd ; 

The wiſh to follow her he could not hide, 

But _ to aſk a boon ſhe'd once denied : 

She bid him hope and truſt, her ſummons wait, 
And vow'd to love but him, whate'er her * : 
Then tore herſelf, with many a tear, away, 

The harſh commands of duty to obey. 

"Twas then, that Damon felt the full extent 

of all he'd gain'd and loſt ; with her, Content, 
Pleaſure, and Joy, and ev'ry comfort flew, 

And ſmiling Peace, with Laura's {miles withdrew ; 


pos. 67 


His ſleepleſs nights in tears were paſ'd away, 

Or ſpent in wiſhing the return of day ; 

His days in watching „(ail alas, in vain), 

The road his Laura was to come again. 

That. al with more than common care oppreſt, 
By hope and fear alternately poſſeſt, 
He wander'd forth, unconſcious where he tray 'd, 
Till tow'rds his garden chance his ſteps convey'd; 
There, as he mus'd along the flow'ry ſcene, 

On what he was, and what he once had been, 

A bird he mark'd, who, thro' incautious haſte, 
Was in a net entangled (lately plac'd 

Around the trees, the rip'ning fruit to ſhield 
Againſt the little vagrants of the field). 

He ſaw the gard'ner, with revengeful eye 
Approach, and heard him doom the bird to die: 
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His indignation roſe, © Forbear,” he cried, 
% Nor think thy maſter ſhares thy cruel pride; 


„ What right haſt thou a wretch's blood to ſhed ? 


— 


4 Becauſe by nature urg'd, by inſtinct led, 

« He ſeeks his portion of thoſe gifts to ſhare, 

6 Which Heav'n beſtow'd on all, with lib'ral care? 
« Wherefore thus haſty art thou to condemn ? 

« He, who created thee, created them,” 

Anxious to make the little bird his Prize, 

He view'd his vary'ng plumes with earneſt eyes, 
Reſolv'd to keep him with a lover's care, 


A beauteous off ring for his abſent fair; 


But love of freedom warm'd his glowing breaſt, 


And kindling there, the ſelfiſh thought ſuppreſt, 
With gen'rous zeal he ſhook the yielding tree, 
And gently ſet the timid pris'ner free ; 
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& Now go,” faid he, and tell the lining grove, 
© Thou ow'ſt thy ſafety to the god of love 
« Tell, that for Laura's fake I ſet thee free, 
And gave thee back to life and liberty; 
&« Thy infant brood ſhall not of me complain, 
66 Nor Pity plead (where Laura reigns) in vain, 
% Nor ſhall thy love, uncertain of thy fate, 


Like me, lament the abſence of her mate.“ 
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OCCASIONED BY 


THE STORY OF A BEGGAR. 


F ORC'D from the friend moſt dear to part, 
5 I ſtrove in vain my grief to hide; 
| The cares that prey'd upon my heart 


— 


Had reaſon's boaſted pow'r defied, 


„ Think not,” fad ſhe, „ I blame thy tears, 
From truth and tenderneſs they flow, 
** But caſt away thy uſeleſs fears, 


Nor doubt a heart thou ought'ſt to know, 
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t Thoꝰ now to future proſpetts blind, 
Thy ſoul's abſorb'd in preſent pain, 
“ Deſpair ill ſuits the noble mind, 


& For ne'er did Heav'n affli in vain. 


© Let hope thy drooping ſpirit raiſe, 
“Cannot my love thy peace reſtore ? 
„% We'll meet again in happier days, 


e Or meet above to part no more.“ 


I left her, and by duty led, 
(My forrows flene'd, not ſubdu'd) 
O'er paths ſcarce mark'd by mortal tread, 
My ſolitary courſe purſu'd. 


3 
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Deep ſunk in thought I miſs'd my way, 
Nor heeded it by grief oppreſt, 


But onward ſtray'd, till cloſing day 


Firſt warn'd me it was time to reſt. 


With anxious looks I gaz'd around, 
Attrated by a diftant light ; 

When near me, ſtretch'd upon the ground, 
An aged beggar ſtruck my ſight. 

Bending beneath the weight of years, | 
A double load the pilgrim bore, 


His furrow'd cheeks were mark'd with tears, 
And mis'ry's tatter'd garb he wore. - 
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6c Stranger,” aid he, in accent low, 
ce Throꝰ pity to my pray'r incline, 


& So may'ſt thou never, never know, 


« Diſtreſs or agony like mine. 


One only ſon, my joy, my pride, 
A cruel preſs· gang tore a y; 
Oh would to Heav'n, that I had died, 
Fer I beheld that fatal day. 


Till then each year we earn'd our rent, 
« Our toil, tho' trying, gave us health, 
© Tho? ſmall our ſtore, we were content, 


Nor coveted our neighbour's wealth. 


“Rut fince that fad, that diſmal day, 
«& Misfortunes endleſs we endure ; 


6 My wife to grief become a prey, 
% Deſpairs, nor wiſhes for a cure. 


& In yonder hovel, there ſhe lies, 
& The victim of a broken heart ; 

% While William's weeping partner tries, 

A hope ſhe feels not, to impart. 
OS 

« But ſtranger (if thou haſt the pow'r) 
% Refuſe not now my fad requeſt, 

« Aſſiſt me in this trying hour, 


„ Speak comfort to her aching breaſt, 


* 
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© So may that God, in whom we truſt, 
* Preſerve thee from diſtreſs and pain, 
+ For he is merciful and juſt, 

« Nor does the wretch's pray'r diſdain.” 


As thus he ſpoke, I ſaw a gleam 


Of hope illume each tear-{woln eye 
(So have I mark'd a tranſient beam 
Of ſunſhine thro' a wat' ry ſky). 


Nor was his confidence in vain, 
Nor could my heart his plea diſown, 
And the fond wiſh to ſooth his pain, ; 


Soon taught me to forget my own. 
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(Thus do we ſee ſome good ariſe 
From almoſt ev'ry partial ill; 


May this reflection check our fighs, 


And teach us reſignation ſtill). 


Juſt as we reach'd the dreary bed, 
Where loſt in grief, the mother lay, 
We heard behind the haſty tread 
Of one that could not brook delay. 


e My ſon, my ſon,” the old man cried, 
And breathleſs ſunk upon the ground ; 


It is thy ſon,” a voice replied, 


% With wealth, and fame, and glory crown'd.” 


But oh! what pen can Cer unfold 
The rapture of a like this ? 

While each to ach their ſtory told, 
In all the eloquence of bliſs. 


Forgot was ev'ry former care, 
And hope itſelf could give no more, 
For love and virtue triumph'd there, 


And hail'd him to his native ſhore. 


Oh, England, may each gallant ſon 
Of thine, now toiling on the main, 


Thus when his glorious courſe is run, 


Be welcom'd to his home again, 


EC 
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THE EXCUSE, 


ON BEING DESIRED TO WRITE VERSES BY ONE LADY, 


AFTER HAVING BEEN ADVISED AGAINST IT BY-ANOTHER, 


On, Jenny, to what an extreme 
Am I brought by your fatal deſire; 


To offend her I fo much eſteem, 
Or diſpleaſe whom I juſtly admire. 
To the Muſes and Phoebus I pray'd, 
To pronounce in a 0 nice; 
: But Apollo denied me his aid, | 
And the Muſes refus'd their advice. 


They declar'd they could never pretend, 
In this intricate caſe to decide ; 

For that you had been ever their friend, 
And with Anna they'd long been allied, 


From Parnaſſus obliged to depart, 
Without knowing what courſe to purſue, *' 3 
Inclination (who gave you my heart) 


Would have giv'n you my promiſes too. 


But Gratitude bid me delay, 
Till Reflection had time to be heard, 
Who ſaid © Is it thus you obey 


% The advice, you once vow'd you prefer'd, 
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Is it thus that you follow the rule, 
& Your fair monitor earneſtly ſet ? 


„ But I fee, that you too can grow cool, 
* Even you can in abſence forget! 


Unable her words to withſtand, 
Aud nch with the truths he had fad, 


My pen quickly fell from my hand, 


And my verſes went out of my head. 


ON. 


BURNING SOME LETTERS. 


VX lov'd companions of my lonely hours, 
Who oft have ſtole me from my cares away; 

No more your ſympathy ſhall ſtrew with flow'rs 
My thorny path thro' ſorrow's dreary way. 

When vengeful malice o'er her victim ſmil'd, 
And fat exulting in ſucceſsful art, 

Your healing pow'rs, my riſing griefs beguil'd, 
And drove affliction from my bleeding heart. 


6 


When doubt and fear that faithful heart oppreft, 
And, chill'd by abſence, cheerful hope withdrew, 
. You took the load of ſorrow from my breaſt, 


And peace returning ow'd its riſe to you, 


Ungrateful taſk, and muſt I now deſtroy 
W whites en debe aca? 

The dear memorials of departed joy 
Reſign, nor drop a tributary tear ? 


It muſt be ſo, for ſuch are her commands, 


(And never yet were thoſe commands unjuſt), 
Forgive me then, if with reluQtant hands, 
I yield the precious relics to the duſt. 
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But tho” in heaps of aſhes now they lie, 


v, ( (To timid caution's ready fears reſign'd) 
While mem'ry laſts their ſubſtance cannot die, 
Grav'd on the tablet of a grateful mind. 
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VX. ale crouds who paſs your hours at play, 
And throw your feelings with your time away ; 
To you I write not ;—your relentleſs minds 
No ſorrow reaches, no affection binds 3 
Your own fad proſpects you unmov'd can view, 
Shall others griefs hope ſympathy from you ? 
To gentler ſpirits will the Muſe impart 
The ſoft impreſſions of a tender heart ; 
No more ſhall ridicule my ſong inſpire, 

: No more ſhall gay Thalia tune my lyre ; 
The days of heedleſs mirth with me are o'er, 


And ſatire (once ſo dear) can charm no more: 
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Long did Thalia fire my youthful breaſt, 

Erato too my am'rous cares expreſt, 

But ſoon the firſt's too dang'rous rule was paſt, 
And cruel falſehood drove away the laſt ; lh 
Now Clio reigns, and guides my ſteps to thee, 
Thou pleaſing, painful, Senfbility ; | 

'Tis thou haſt led my wand'ring footſteps here, 
To waſh yon fable urn-with Pity's tear ; 


Tis thou, whoſe pow'r ſhall with reſiſtleſs art, 


Direct theſe haſty lines to s heart— |» 


[ 


| 8 
My earlieſt vows were offer'd at thy ſhrine, 2 


Almoſt the firſtlings of my pen were thine; 
To thee devoted ſtill, the faithful Muſe, 


Her vows of truth o'er - 's tomb renews ; | 
On this fad altar conſecrates her lays, 
And adds the mournful cypreſs to her bays ; 


_ - e 
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Ah me! to think how ſmall a ſpace contains, 
Of beauty, merit, youth, the poor remains, 
That Cold, inanimate, and ſenſeleſs clay, | 
Once ſhone the foremoſt, midft the rich and gay, 
That dall Ws cite by il the world adrir'd, 
Careſo d and flatter'd, courted and defir'd. 

If thou haſt feeling, reader, ponder here, 

For 
From her bright eyes, the cryſtal ſtreams would flow, 
At the recital of a ſtranger's woe, 

And who ſhall coldly paſs her aſhes by, 

Nor pay the tribute of a heart · felt ſigh ? 

Oh may ſuch callous minds, (if ſuch there 85 


s urn ſhould claim no common toll : 


Ne er know the j yore of ſenſibility, 


Unbleſt for ever ſure they muſt remain, 


Since none can reliſh bliſs that know not pain. 
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The ral Ae mende un hb chad 4; | 

Let me, with mem'ry's faithful pencil trace 

Each ſoft perfection, each attractive grace, 
Each bloomitngicharm; which, Mendes opting roſe, 
Shone to the ſight, but did more ſweets diſcloſe, 
Once lovely may thy hov'ring ſhade, 
Accept this homage, to thy virtues paid 

Oh could my tears thy valued life reſtore, 

Theſe eyes, like ceaſeleſs fountains, ſhould run o'er, 
In endleſs ſtreams they ſhould for ever flow, 

And drop with pleaſure then, as now from woe, 
But vain the wiſh, the fruitleſs hope is vain, 

The fond chimera of a youthful brain ; 

Heav'n (to whom beſt thy real worth was known) 


Een from the firſt, had mark'd thee for its on; 
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Deaf for thy ſake to our preſumptuous pray'rs, | 
It ſnatch'd this early from this world of cares: 
F cd farewell, ſince thou canſt ne er return, 
Still ſhall thy duſt endear this ſacred urn; 
Here, ſhall the Muſe her conſtant tribute pay, 
Oft ſhall ſhe to this ſolemn ——— 

The pride of mortals with their end compare; 
To learn from hence thoſe pleaſures to deſpiſe, 
Which charm the fooliſh, and miſlead the wiſe ; 
And, taught by thy example, calmly wait 
With equal ld the various will of Fate. 
Should it (ſeverely juſt) its * 'r extend, 

And from my bleeding boſom tear my friend; 
Should it by death, (or what's far worſe to thoſe 
Whom fond affection's pleaſing chains encloſe) 
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By Sa or chance that ſacred knot divide, 

Which, form'd by Sympathy, by Truth was tied; 
| Do thou, bleſt Spirit, deign my NEEDY to be, ; | 

And teach-me to ſupport the harſh decree; 

The balm of comfort to my ſoul impart, 

And arm with fortitude my failing heart, 

Then lead it to Religion's peaceful ſhrine, ' 

And bid it there, what moſt it lov'd refign, 

But ceaſe, my Muſe, and thou, my heart, be ſtill, 

Mourn for the preſent, not the future ill, 

The paſt thou may'ſt with deep concern review, 

But to thy future proſpetts hope is due. 


The will of Heav'n, with meek ſubmiſſion wait, 


Nor dare its judgments to anticipate ; 
Still be this maxim on thy thoughts impreſt, 
Since God is juſt, Whatever is, is beſt.” 
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With pious rev*rence to his care commend. 
Thyſelf, and what is dearer far, thy friend, 

Nor think that him, by whom ye both were made, 
Will leave-her merit, or thy truth spd. 
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WRITTEN 
AS 4 SYLPH 


T0 


A YOUNG LADY. 


PART 1. | 
On thou, to whom the voice of Truth is dear, 
Who pure thyſelf, canſt prize a lay fincere, 
Who (far ſuperior to thoſe thoughtleſs fair, 
| Whole dreſs alone employs their time and care) N 
Haſt well improv d the garden of thy mind, 
To all the beauties of thy perſon blind; 
To me awhile, with patient ear attend, 
Nor ſcorn the counſels of thy ſylphid friend; 
For thy dear fake I venture to adviſe, 
My hopes deſtroy not, nor my fears deſpiſe; 
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But firſt to thee I muſt my nature ſhew, 

For whom ] bid thee truft, I'd have thee know. 
Know then, that blinded mortals here on earth, 
Have heavenly guards aſſign d them from their birth, 
Their infant days our watchful tribes as | 
Their rip'ning youth our conſtant cares defend, 
And while their hearts in innocerice remain 
By us protected, Fortune frowns in vain; 

But when the days of childhood all are o'er, 
Tho' we adviſe, we may direct no more. 

Left to their choice their future guards they name, 
Some fill prefer us, ſome our aid diſclaim 8 
Thoſe who reſolve in Virtue's paths to tread, 
Seek our protection, and by us are led; 

While thoſe who're dazzled by the "TOR of Vice, 
Rul'd by our foes, rejeft the ſylph's advice; 


Each radiant fylph, of heav'nly power poſſeſt, 

| Receives from Fate tha name that ſuits him beſt ; 
My well-known truth may thy reliance claim, 
My faith approv'd, Fidelio is my name. | 

For thee I anxious watch the book of Fate, 
Protect thee early, and attend thee late; 

When ſorrows threaten, or when clouds impend, 
My pray'rs avert them, or my cares defend; 

But tho* my power is vaſt, it is confin'd 

(For deſtiny can een immortals bind). 

If love ſincere, if truth unſtain'd by art, 

Can gain thy confidence, or fix thy heart, 

Then from reſtraint I am in future free, 

And all my zeal I may exert for thee ; 

But ſhould I vainly try thy love to gain, 

Should I aſpire to thy eſteem in vain, 
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Then muſt I all my deareſt hopes reſign, 

And to the fylphid world my cares confine. 
Shouldſt thou approve, and grant thy {ylph's requeſt 
Love ſhall no more invade thy gentle breaſt, 
But in its place ſhall reign regard ſincere, 

And tender * friendſhip, delicate as dear ;” 

No dark ſuſpicion ſhall its peace deſtroy, . 

No cold reſerve ſhall damp the promis'd joy ; 
The joy that mutual confidence imparts, - 
Where fond A feltion binds two feeling hearts. 
Farewell, may Bliſs, and all her ſmiling train, 
Within thy ſpotleſs boſom ever reign, 

May calm Content, and cheerful Hope be thine, 
And Pleaſure's rofe for thee its thorns reſign, 
May each revolving year, thy joys increaſe, | 
And youth well ſpent ſecure an age of peace. 


WRITTEN 
AS 4 SYLPH 
10 


A YOUNG LADY. . 


rar 11. 

To thee my grateful thanks are juſtly due, 
I've fund thee tender, and believe thee true ; 
Have mark'd each riſing thought with anxious eyes, 
Continue thus, and as thou'rt fair, be wife. 
Virtue diſdains imperfect vows to hear, 

Pure muſt thy off rings be, thy pray'rs fincere ; 
All that on earth is pleaſing, good, or fair, 
Cannot one moment with ker {miles compare, 
The flow'rs of ſpring, fade of themſelves away, 
The buds of Vice but bloſſom to decay ; 
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While Virtue's fruits muſt ſtill by time increaſe, 

By cloudleſs ſunſhine ripen'd into Peace. 

Tho' now in Heaven's etherial heights I ſoar, 

On earth I once a human figure wore ; 

By Hope elated, as by paſſion ſway'd, 

I follow'd one, another then obey'd; 

Ambion city rd my glowing beealt; 

And vain deſires my eager heart poſſeſt, 

Till by Experience taught at length to own 

That bliſs with Virtue dwells: and there alone, 

This truth confeſsd, my thoughts began to riſe, 

I ſcorn'd the al and ſought to gain the ſkies; 
By Fate aſſiſted, ſoon I left behind 

| My earthly form, its vanities reſign'd, 

And now, midſt ſylphs admitted, wiſh to be 
Thy guide to better worlds more worthy thee ; | 
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Ambitious only to direct thy youth 
To peace of mind, to happineſs and truth. 
I aſk of thee no favors in return 
In Cupid's flames let mortal lovers burn) 
Such ſelfiſh views can ne'er Fidelio move, 


I ſeek thy peace, and bid thee fly from Love; 


Soft are his looks, and gentle ſeems his pow'r, 
(But thorns lie hid beneath the fivecteſt'fiow'r) | 


Smooth did the ſerpent bend his wily way, 
Shone but to ſting, and flatter'd to betray ; 


So Love engages, with deluſive art, 


Miſleads the head, and pierces thro” the heart. | 


Oh fly with caution his deſtructive ſnare, . ' 
And warn'd by me of hidden arts beware; 


No treach'rous motives urge me to adviſe, : 


No foe would cheat thee in a friend's diſguiſe, © 


11 
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I but my real feelings do impart, 6 

And ſpeak the dictates of an honeſt heart: 
Too haſty zeal may ſometimes loſe a friend, 
And he who dares adviſe, may chance | offend, 
But true regard can common forms deſpiſe, 

As noble ſpirits are above diſguiſe. 


IT know thee well, obſerve thy very thoughts, 


See all thy merits, but condemn thy faults ; 
Were I leſs partial, leſs would be my en 
But in the ſnow the ſmalleſt ſpeck appears; 
The ſun but riſes, ſhines, and then retires, 


So beauty blooms at morn, at eve expires 3 


Some tranſient hours Sol's glory will reſtore, 


Thy charms once faded can return no more ; 


Alas, not all th' attractions thou canſt boaſt, 
Not all the pow'rs vain — wiſh for moſt, 


From Death's cold hand can their poſſeſſor ſave, 
Age, youth, and beauty, feed alike the grave; 
The pleaſing touches of the painter's hand, 

Awhile can time's all conq'ring ſtroke withſtand, 
The poet's more inſinuating art, | 

Leaves his remembrance grav'd on ev'ry heart: 

On the true tablet of Fidelio's breaſt, | ' 

Thy worth, thy charms, muſt ever be impreſt; 
His Muſe, that worth, thoſe charms, will fondly trace, 
And paint thy mind as lovely as thy face, 

But reſt not thou contented with his praiſe, 

With eyes too partial he thy life ſurveys, 

While yet in youth's, in beauty's dang'rous prime, 
Seine thou the paſſing hour; Improve thy time ; 
The preſent moment only is thy own, 

What chance awaits the next is never known; 
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Think, that thy breath but on a thread depends, 
And with that breath thy pow'r of acting ends; 

In a ſuperior Wen thor art plac'd, 
With reaſon gifted, as with beauty grac'd, 
Endu'd with ſenſe uncommon at y ige 4 
(An early actreſs on the buſy ſtage) © 
Blefs'd with a feeling,” as a lib'ral, mind; 
And why? unleſs by Heav'n for Heav'n defign'd; 
Think what thou ow'ſt to Him, who freely gave 
Thee life and reaſon, not to be the ſlave 
Of boundleſs paſſion, but the St bright 
Of mild benevolence, In thee unite 


The gifts of nature, with the charms of art, | 
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A fair exterior, and a faultleſs heart; 
Uſe well thy various talents, be it thine, 


To follow up thy Maker's great deſign; 


Be thy inferiors taught by thee to tread 

The paths of virtue, and thy equals led, 

Debby compli e Glick ©, 

Thoſe gifts of fartune they too oft abuſe: | 

But now enough, for ſoon with ee zeal, 5 f 
Again Fidelio will his thoughts reveal; 

Till when, farewell; his counſels juſtly prize, 
Nor doubt his truth, Sib guides thee to the ſkies. 
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102 POEMS. 


| TO 
A FRIEND. 


WRITTEN, 1782. 


For thee, my Celia, I will try to fing, 

To thee the tender faithful Muſe ſhall bring 
Her artleſs, pure and tributary lays ; 

The theme ſhall add new luſtre to the bays, 
And while ſoft Friendſhip ſhall my ſong inſpire, 


Thy merit ſhall attune my ſweeteſt lyre. 


In vain has treachery's deceitful art, 


Impreſs'd ſuſpicion on a guiltigſs heart, 


For tho' I've felt from malice ev'ry wound, | 

And look with caution and diſtruſt around, 

Tho” by experience youth has learn'd to fear, 
I look on thee, and hope one heart ſincere, 
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When fad remembrance racks my aching breaſt, 
Thy tender care ſhall lull my griefs to reſt, 
Reaſon thro? thee ſome ee will reveal, 

The hand of friendſhip ſhall my ſorrows heal, 
My wand'ring thoughts thy kindneſs ſhall compoſe, 
And lead my trembling footſteps to repoſe ; 

Let Friendſhip then be hence my only theme, 
For Hope is vain, and Love's an idle dam : 
Oh, never may my ſhipwreck'd heart again 
Feel Love's delufive joy, or killing pain, 

Ne'er may the ſiren Hope falſe views ſuggeſt, | 
Or vain defire with ſhadows fill my breaſt : 
Madly we hope, as fooliſhly deſpair, : 


We meaſure life by time, and time by care; 


And I with Prior think that © Fame's a breath, 
And Life an ill, whoſe only cure is death.” 
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On form'd to pleaſe, endu'd with ev'ry art, 
To charm the eye, and captivate the beat; 
To thee with joy thy conſtant Mirtle pays 
The willing tribute of deſerved praiſe; 
With heart felt pride he marks each noble deed, 
Sees peace of mind to gen'rous acts ſucceed; 
Purſues thy charity thro & ry Rage, 
From helpleſs childhood to ener vate age; 
Vouth taught by thee, in Virtue's 8 to tread, 
And widows' bleſſings ſhower'd round thy head, 
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Thus ſtill the fame, thro* ev'ry varying ſcene, 
Thy ſmalleſt praiſe has beauty ever been 

In virtue ſtill thy higheſt glory place, 

Still be thy ſoul reflected in thy face, 

That when the flecting reign of beauty's o'er, 
When thoſe all-powerful ſmiles can charm no more, 
The pure, th' angelic graces of thy mind, | ' 
May raiſe thee ſtill above thy thoughtleſs kind, 
May thro” the wrinkles of old age appear, 

And like the Fun, the wint'ry proſpects cheer. 
As the fond parent o'er the child ſhe loves, 
With pleaſure hangs, and ſtill as it improves, 
Each opening bloſſom of the youthful heart 
Does freſh emotion to her own impart; 


So with renew'd delight, from day to day, 


Thy ev'ry action partial I ſurvey : 
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Long has my heart been by thy charms ſubdu'd, 
Long has my caution all thy ſteps purſu'd, 
Beheld thee til}; thre” ev ry Kehe in life; 

Kind fifter, tender friend, and faithful wife 3" 
Fair proof of Nature's wonder-working pow'r, 
Virtue's beft fait and Beauty's ſweeteſt flow'r, 
Refuſe not now thy Mirtle's pray'r to hear, 

Nor from thy ſylph, who loves thee, turn thine ear, 
Should care diſturb thee, or ſhould fear confound, 
Would envy vex, or malice ſeek to wound, 
Should any future cauſe, tho' now unknown, 
Oppreſs thy heart with ſorrows not its own, 
From any ſource, by any means diſtreſt, 

Oh pour thy griefs 10 thy Mirtle's breaſt; 

| For eaſe, for comfort, on his cares 5 


His pow'r ſhall timely check the ſwelling ſigh, 
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His friendly hand ſhall dry affliction's tear, 
And heal thy wounds with balm of love ſincere ; 
| Thro' ſeas of trouble hell be ill thy guide, 
And ſteer thee ſafe thro life's deceitful tide. 


Farewell, — Peace round thee her pinions ſpread, 
Shield thy ſoft breaſt, and hover o'er thy head ; 
May calm Content and azure Hope be thine, 2 
And angels guard thee © with a love like mine,” ® 


* And ſaints embrace thee with a love like mine.” 
Pork. 
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WRITTEN 
ON THE BIRTH-DAY. 
or MY 


BEST FRIEND. 


P EACE to the Bard, whoſe Muſe well-tutor'd fings 
On each returning year the birth of kings ; 

May royal gifts reward his duteous ka 

And crown with well-earn'd wealth his fruitful bays. 
For me to whom the monarch's ſmile's unknown, 
(Tho' few more * hearts ſurround his throne) 

| Who ſeorn to bow before Ambition's ſhrine, 

And ſeek no wealth beyond what's freely mine 4 

My artleſs ſong the great ones may deride, 

(The voice of flatt'ry ſuits the ear of pride) 


But white-rob'd Truth infpires my humble ſtrains, 
And guides them to the heart, wherein jhe reigns ; 
At Friendſhip's feet my wild orons Pll pay, 
And greet with unbought zeal, this welcome day: 
This day to orphans did a parent lend, 5 1 
To ſorrow comfort, and to me a friend ; 

This day (if preſcience is to mortals given) » 

Was Laura born, to guide my ſteps to heaven ; 
Come, welcome day, thy glad return I hail, | 
This day may joy in ev'ry heart prevail, 

May anguiſh meet relief, may trouble reſt, 

And hope returning, cheer each aching breaſt; 
And thou, for whoſe dear ſake I daily raiſe, - 

My feeble voice in pray'r, my, heart in praiſe ; 

(If gracious heav'n will deign that pray'r to hear ;) 


Oh may this day, thro? each revolving year, 
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With Peace (fair inmate of the ſpotleſs breaſt), 
And Health, and calm Contentment find thee bleſt, 


May Love unchang'd, and Hope for ever new, 


Thy joys perpetuate, thy cares ſubdue ; 
Till like the ev'ning of a ſummer's day, 
Thy life by flow degrees ſhall ebb away: 


Meanwhile, Remembrance pointing to the paſt, 


Shall gild the preſent ſcene, and cheer the laft. 


Still thro' each varying ſeaſon will thy friend, 
With conſtant care, upon thy couch attend ; 
Whether adorn'd as now, in beauty's bloom, 
Or in old age deſcending to the tomb, 

Still ſhall that friendſhip ard M earlieſt youth, 
Preſerve to life's laft gaſp its native truth, 
Devote to thee and thine its lateſt breath, 

By Time unmov'd, nor yet deſtroy'd by Death. 
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ON READING 


THESE LAST LINES OF MY 


ANSWER TO Mzs. GREVILLE, 


KRegret may oft extort a figh, 
* Or diſappointment cloud the ſky, 
And blaſt my promis'd joys ; 
og But hope again ſhall warm my breaft, 
% And others bliſs can make me bleſt, 
& Tho" care my own deſtroys.” 


— 


VX 8, thus I wrote ; but little then 1 knew, | 
How ſoon requir'd to prove my boaſting true ; 
How ſoon regret would raiſe the fruitleſs ſigh, 


And diſappointment cloud my ſummer {ky. 


ves - - POEMS. 
Once did my proſpects, as my wiſhes OY 
And youth's gay viſions 8 ike my eyes, 
Too ſoon to vaniſh (like the morning-dew, 
As bright they ſhone, and prov'd Mugen too); 
Of all the happy hours L once have known, 
Of all the Joys I fondly thought my own, 
No trace js left be ofa W ee 18888 
But the remembrance that they a have been. 
Nen bie I write, this * boſom bleeds, 
Care follows care, and grief to grief ſucceeds; 
The friend beſt lov'd, moſt tenderly rever'd, 


(Whom ev'ry virtue, ev'ry charm endear'd) 


By death arreſted, e en in beauty's bloom, 
Was ſnatch'd from ſorrow to an early tomb; 


Too well I lov'd, to mourn her fad releaſe, 
Nor would recall the blow, that gave her peace 4 
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But yet I could not check the teindeb tear, 

By Nature dropp'd oer F riend{hip's ſacred bier. 
What wretched Stoic, with miſtaken pride, 

Shall dare my grief (however vain) to chide ? 

She by my loſs has gain'd eternal reſt, | 

And in her bliſs at leaſt I'm partly bleſt; 

And Reaſon told me, © tho? of one bereft, * 

# Hope ſtill is thine, and other friends are left,” 
To Heav'n's high will I bow'd with humble mind, 
Grateful, thoꝰ wounded, mournful, but reſign'd; 
Nor wiſh'd to find in apathy repoſe, 

Or change thaſs feelings whence my ſorrows roſe : 
But f alas! e' en Reaſon pleads in vain, 
New griefs ariſe, ſurpaſſing former pain; 
Unkindneſs chills the bloſſom Hope had rear'd, 
And blaſts the remnant Death itſelf had ſpar'd ; 
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Low in the duſt deſpis'd Aſſection lies, 
And-faithful-Friendſhip unregretted dies : 
What then remains to cheer me here below ? 
What comfort ſhall beguile the preſent woe ? 
In vain would Truth recall (by Mem'ry's aid) 
The tender vows ſo oft, fo freely made; 
Thoſe vows fo ſoon retracted, do but prove, 
Ex vin to truſt to Friendſhip to Love. LT 
Long from myſelf I ſtrove the change to hide, 
Still do my feelings triumph o'er my pride; 
My wounded ſpirit flutters round her yet, 
And ftern reſentment yields to ſoft regret ; 
But oh, too long neglected have I borne, 
. Slights undeſerv'd, and unexpetted ſcorn ; 
| Too long have 1 endur'd the painful ſmart, 
Of ills that canker in a feeling heart ; 
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The halcyon days of confidence are paſt, 

To thee, IndifFrence, I muſt fly at laſt 3 

The fond illuſions of my youth are * 

Nor charms can win, nor VOWS perſuade me more : 
Come then, bleſt nymph, and bid my fin reſt, 
Come huſh to peace this agitated breaſt ; 

Teach me to ſmile at evils Love has made, 
And laugh at Friendſhip as an empty ſhade; 
Teach me in ſullen eaſe with thee to dwell, 

And bid affe&tion and its cares farewell. 

Let others ſighs no more arreſt mine ear, 

Or pity claim from me the gen'rous tear, 

Wrapt up in elf, regardleſs of mankind, 

Ideal pleaſures let me ever find, 


And arm'd by thee, in peaceful ſolitude, 
Forget the world, and its ingratitude. 


I 2 
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TO THE MEMORY OF + 


MY BEST FRIEND. 


Stor, paſſenger, and drop the tender tear, 
For Virtue's ſelf, alas, lies buried here : 


Here Beauty ſets, but like the ſun ſhall riſe, 
(Oer Death triumphant), in its native ſkies; 
Here ſleeps Mortality, its ſtruggles o'er, 

Here weep AMiAion, for thy friend's no more. 
Come all ye orphans, whom her bounty fed, 

Come mourn with me, behold your guardian dead ; | 


Here widows come, your mite of ſorrow pay, 


To her, who oft has wip'd your tears away; 
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Yet check your grief, repreſs your grateful Gighs, 
Tho? low in duſt your kind protectreſs lies, 


Her foul immortal ſoars above its clay, 

In heav'nly regions, wakes to purer day 
Bids you, like me, ſubmiſſive kiſs the rod, 
Nor *wail the ſtroke that ſent her to her God. 


5 18 POEMS. 


LINES 
WRITTEN FOR A 


FAUSSE MONTRE. 


Whorrs thou art, whoſe curious hands reveal 
The ſecret ſpring my prudence would conceal, 
Let this inſcription ſtop thy prying eyes, 
And teach thee fair exteriors to deſpiſe; 
Thou didſt expect, within this poliſh'd ſpace, 
To meet « jewel, worthy of the caſe, 
As its fond maſter vainly hop'd to find, 
Beneath fair Celia's face, as fair a mind, 


POEMS, 


But warn' d by his example, ſhun his fate, 
Nor be like hapleſs Florio, wiſe too late. 


A beauteous outſide ne'er again believe, 


For Celia's falſe, and even I deceive. 
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ON BEING 
- * . 


ACCUSED OF CAPRICE, 


— 


* 


' BY A PERSON WITH WHOM I HAD LIVED IN FRIENDSHIP, 


Tu O' ſilent long the Muſe indeed has been, 


A cold ſpectator of the buſy ſcene; 


Not without cauſe is ſhe indiff'rent grown, 


Ere thou arraign'ſt her change, obſerve thy own, 
When varying Faſhion, by no tie confin'd, 
To gayer objeſts led thy wav'ring mind, 
When lawleſs precepts, with ſucceſsful art, 


Drove ſober T ruth, and Candour from thy heart ; 
When Vice undaunted to thy preſence came, 


I' aſſociate with thee under Friendſhip's name; 
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When her who lov'd thee thou could'ſt leave diſtreſt, 
To catch with greedy ear, th* indecent jeſt, 
Tux did ſhe ſet thee down as falſe and vain, 
And her indignant heart ſoon burſt its chain; 
The Muſe deſpis'd, deſpiſing in return, 

Reſign'd her bays to deck dead Friendſhip's urn; 
Yet in memorial of afſection paſt, : 
Plac'd this inſcription there; It was her laſt : 
Here all of injured friendſhip that remains, 
The little urn upon this tomb contains, 

Jo Mem'ry ſtill its relics ſhall be dear, 


And Truth may give (tho Pride ſhall wipe) a tear: 


% Stabb'd in a mortal part, here Friendſhip fell 
's hand, the reſt let others tell.“ 
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INSCRIPTION 
FOR AN 


 HERMITAGE. 


'Tosn, wand'ring ſtranger, to this lowly cell, 
By pride unnotic'd, and to fame unknown ; 

For have Guide too) with un Hermit dwell, 
By noiſe diſguſted, and from greatneſs flown. 


Here calm Reflection cheers the lonely hour, 
And (ſhould Remembrance wake the ſmother'd ſigh, 
— Then) grateful Hope points upward to that pow'r, 
Who gave us life, and ſhew'd us how to die, 
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As yonder brook, here free from ev'ry blaſt, 

Pleas'd with the WY ſcarce murm' ring as it flows, 

With rapid courſe thro? various ſcenes has paſt, 
But loiters here, delighted to repoſe, 


So free from love, from envy, care, and ſtrife, 


No headſtrong paſſion riots in my breaſt, 
Pleas'd, I compare with this, my former life, 
Nor wiſh to change, in peace and quiet bleſt. | 
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IMITATION 


oF 
LITTLETON's 


CHARACTER OF HIS WIFE, 


\ 


Bo RN to engage, and form'd to pleaſe, 
With modeſt air, and graceful caſe, 
She ſhone above the reſt ; 


With ev'ry beauty that could charm, 
With ev'ry virtue that might warm, 


And melt the coldeſt breaſt. 
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The nobleſt mind, the faireſt face, 

A form endu'd with ev'ry grace, 
A ſoul without a ſtain 3 

The pureſt and the ſofteſt heart, 

That ever took misfortune”s part, 


Or felt for others pain. 


Her eyes, that gentleneſs confeſt, 
Her looks, her air, each turn expreſt 

The chaſtneſs of her thought; 
Her wiſhes, as they roſe, were read, 
Yet not e' en envy ever ſaid, 


She cer diſplay d a fault. 
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By nature mild, nien 
Diſlike ; tho' oft ſhe praiſe beſtow'd, 
| She neer was infincere'; 

Blind to no merit but her own, 
To palliate others failings prone, 
| To hers alone ſevere. 


Superior to her ſex's pride, 
No ſtudied ornaments ſhe tried, 
She hated all diſguiſe ; 
Nor did ſhe want the aid of art, 
For Virtue lh within her heart, 
And Heav'n was in her eyes. 
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EXTEMPORE 
ON A 
VERY LITTLE WOMAN 


READING GOLDSMITH. 


How many charms there are combin'd, 
Within that little frame ; 
She ſeems by nature's {elf deſign'd, 
All m love to claim. 
How can ſo ſmall a Pn contain, 
So wond'rous large a heart ? 
I fear this riddle to explain, 
Would baffle Goldſmith's art. 
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Twas thus I reaſon'd, till at laſt, 
Made by acquaintance wile ; 

*Twas only at my folly paſt, 

I felt the leaſt ſurprize, 


| Kind Nature's wiſdom I confeſt, 
Who with delightful „ 
Whate'er ſhe borrow'd from the reſt, 
Has added to the heart. 


POEMS. 129 


TO 
A FRIEND, 
WHO COMPLAINED OF THE CAPRICE OF FORTUNE. 


* EXTEMPORE. 


F ORTUNE moſt her blindneſs ſhews, 
In the favours ſhe beſtows ; 

For oft we ſee that Vice prevails, 
While Merit unprotected fails: 

But thou may'ſt ſtill look calmly down, 
Unmov'd upon her ſmile or frown, 
Aſſur'd that ſhe, howe'er unkind, 

Can never change a conſtant mind. 


K 
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_ | An what avails the roſe's bloom, 
Il none its beauty ſhare? 
Uſeleſs the vi'let's ſweet — 
To Rent the et r. 
How vain the boaſt, that o'er my head 
Uncultur'd laurels bloom ; 
The bays mow: dound my temples ſpread, 
May ſhortly deck my tomb. 
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FOR 
AN URN, 


TO THE MEMORY or 


THE LATE COUNTESS OF I 


Reaves, pay thy tribute here, 


Give to Eliza's ſhade a tear ; 

Her ſoul regain'd its native ſky, - 
Within this tomb her aſhes lie ; 
Yon urn contains each mortal part, 
Her virtues live in ev'ry heart; 
Give to her early fate a ſigh, 

And learn from her to live or die, 


K 2 


WRITTEN ON BEING 


DISTURBED BY THE SINGING OF BIRDS. 


HxAR how the birds in chorus raiſe, 
Their grateful ſongs to Heav'n; 

By Nature taught to join in praiſe, 
For bleſſings freely giv'n. 


Nor does the gracious Lord of all 
Their humble notes diſdain 3 
Nor ſhall his loweſt creature call 


On him for aid in vain, 


POEMS, 


EXTEMPORE. 


WRITTEN UNDER 


A FRIEND's PICTURE. 


Lzr Mem'ry's faithful pencil trace 
* 
A likeneſs more fincere, 
And fond AﬀeRion ſhall efface 
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134 POEMS, 


TO. 


MEMORY. 


On Mem'ry, torture me no more, 
The preſent's all FEY | 
My hopes of future bliſs are o'er, 
In mercy veil the paſt ! 


Why bring thoſe images to view, 
I muſt henceforth reſign ? 
Ah why thoſe happy ſcenes renew, 


That can no more be mine? 
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Paſt pleaſure doubles preſent pain, 
To Gerote adds regret, 
Regret and hope alike are vain, 
I aſk but to forget. 


196 POEMS. 


INTENDED FOR 
Mas. H. MORE'*'s 


CHEAP PUBLICATIONS. 


Tux horſe obeys his rider hand, 
The dog his maſter's call ; 


But Man obeys not Gop's command, 
To whom he owes his all. 


Should the proud ſteed, in luckleſs ow: 


: His tyrant's will * 
Tenacious of his ſov'reign pow'r, 
He anſwers him with blows. 
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With niggard hand his food he gives, 
Too oft that food denies ; 
Not ſo, the Lord of all that lives, 


His creature's wants ſupplies. 


138 | POEMS. 


TO 
A FRIEND, 


FEARFUL OF BEING FORCOT TEN IN ABSENCE, 


T's, awhile it Beauty's pow'r impairs, 
Wil only add to thine; 

The di'mond, as its ſurface wears, 
Does but the brighter ſhine. 


Nor think regard, by Worth inſpir'd, 
E'en abſence can ſubdue ; 

The ſun, howe'er ſo long retir'd, 

. Still finds the dial true. 
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— fooliſh, wild, and young, 
I laugh'd and talk'd, and danc'd and ſung, 

And proud of health, of freedom vain, 
Dreamt not of ſorrow, care, or pain 3 

Concluding in thoſe hours of glee, 

That all the world was aa for me. 


But when the days of trial came, 
When ſickneſs ſhook this trembling frame, 
When folly's idle dreams were o'er, 
And I could dance and ſing no more; 
It then occurr'd, how ſad twould be, 
Were this world only, made for me. 
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SON G. 


HOSIER's GHOST. 


Is ſelfiſh views I feel no pleaſure, 
I look on riches with diſdain ; 
A faithful heart's the only treaſure, 


I Cer was anxious to obtain. 


That long wiſh'd for prize poſſeſſing, 
Sorrow threatens me in . 
Hope enhances ev'ry bleſſing, 
And ſubdues the ſenſe of pain. 
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Of that ſecure, I wiſh no longer, 
In any other eyes to ſhine ; 
And ev'ry hour the chain grows ſtronger, 
That binds my kindred ſoul to thine, 


Cruel Fortune may divide us, 
Each their deſtin'd courſe muſt run,, 
But whatever may betide us, 


Still our ſpirits will be one. 


POEMS. 


ON 


BEING TEAZED 
TO GO MORE INTO COMPANY. 


Let others follow Fame and Wealth, 

Their choice I'll ne'er upbraid ; 

Give me but Competence and Health, 
And Freedom in the ſhade ! 


Let thoſe who figh for plays or balls, 
Thoſe pleaſures ſtill purſue ; 

While I awake to Friendſhip's calls, 
But ſeek to pleaſe a few. 
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Thoſe few, from prejudices free, 
Who outward forms deſpiſe, 

Who for myſelf, will value me, 

| Nerd ei 4 5 


Tis ſuch alone that J revere, 
Who (ſcorning ev'ry art) 

Can juſtly prize regard ſincere, 
They'll find it in my heart. 


For them ſtill may I ſtring the lyre, 
For them my ſong renew, 

With them from buſy crouds retire, 
Content to pleaſe a few. 


SONG. 


TO THE TUNE OF © TE TorsAILSs.“ 


Tun wind blows Goth, the falls ue bet, 
I can no more delay ; 

Oh ceaſe, my love, this vain regret, 
Nor further urge my . 


If deaf to honor's call I prove, 
1 Thou might'ſt ſuſpect me falle to love. 
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No fear intrudes, no danger awes, 
Whate'er my fate may be; 

Death's glorious, in a glorious cauſe, 
And life's ended by thee ; 

No care could warp thy failor's mind, 

But leaving thee, my love, behind. 

Oh dry thoſe tears, they break my heart, 
The precious drops reſtrain ; 

Leſt I ſhould play a truant's part, 
4 Glory plead in vain, 

But hence the ſhameful thought, for he, 

Who boaſts to love, will merit thee. 


Then fare thee well, ſince part we muſt, 
The trial is ſevere; 
But Heav'n (who knows my truth) is juſt, 
And will preſerve my dear. 
Let Hope thy drooping heart ſuſtain, 
And cheer thee till we meet again, 
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SONG. 


Tons © How imperfelt is expreſſion.” 


Wu EN Love once obtains poſſeſſion 
Of a young and tender heart, 

To efface the ſoft impreſſion, 
Vain is ev'ry weaker art. 


Vain the boaſted powr of reaſon, 
Love's ambition to reſtrain, 

We ne'er guard againſt his treaſon, 
Till e is in vain. 
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Smiling miſchief, bright illuſion, 
Dear provoking flatt'ring pain ; 

Oft I've curs'd thy fond intruſion, | 
And as often hugg'd my chain. 


Jealous fears ſometimes poſleſs me, 
Then my bondage I deplore; 
Often does thy pow'r oppreſs me, 


Yet thy loſs would wound me more. 
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SONG. 
TO AN OLD IRISH TUNE,. 


DAMON long by Love oppreſt, 
Thus his am'rous cares enn WE 
« Fair cauſe of all my pain, 
« Why treat me with diſdain ? 
Long have I ſigh'd for thee— 


Truth and Nature plead unheard, 
& While gay lordlings are preferr'd, 
Jo ſuch, oft you give ear, 


e But fay, are they ſincere, 
« Or do they love like me? | 
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“True love needs no thin diſguiſe, 

« Speaks in looks, and breathes in ſighs, 
* Oft words n with 8 
* Hide a falſe ſelfiſh heart; | 
Be not by ſuch deceiv·d. 


Cupid (whom ſhe'd long defy'd) 
Vow'd to humble Sylvia's pride ; 
| His keeneſt ſhaft he drew, 
Thro her white breaſt it flew, 
And Den was believ d. 
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SONG. 


Tung © My Nancy leaves the rural plan,” 


TH O' Sorrow ſhould my peace invade, 
And Care diſturb the while, 

Yet Hope again ſhall lend her aid, 
My ſuff'rings to beguile. 


By Virtue arm'd, the noble mind, 
(In Innocence ſecure) 
Jo Fate's decrees ſtill bows reſign'd, 


Whatever doom'd t' endure, 
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Let conſcious guilt by fear depreſt, 
To darkneſs fly n ſhame; 
But Virtue, howſoe er oppreſt, 
Muſt ever be the ſame. 


She on Hope's anchor calmly leans, 
And pointing to the ſky, 

Bids us look up to brighter ſcenes, 
Of endleſs joys on high. 


Hence then, Regret, and hence too, Care, 
No 1 I will repine; 
Let Falſchood tremble and deſpair, 
But Hope ſhall ftill be mine. 
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She will my thoughts, my wiſhes raiſe, 

My feeble voice inſpire, 
And tune to juſt and grateful praiſe, 
My humble artleſs lyre, 


. POEMS. 


SONG. 
ON HEARING A COMPARISON DRAWN BETWEEN A LADY 


AND THE SUN, ON ACCOUNT OF HER UNI- 


VERSAL ATTRACTIONS. 


Arr hail, bright moon! thy preſence cheers 
The night, by gloomy clouds oppreſt; 
Thou canſt diſpel the wand'rer's fears, 


And guide his way-worn feet to reſt, 


The ſun's ſtrong beams may ſhine more bright, 
More joy to wond'ring ayes impart ; 

But thy ferener, milder light, 
Muſt ſooner move the feeling heart. 
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So while with looks and features gay, 
Belinda tries applauſe to gain, 
She leads the wareleſs heart aſtray, 


But cannot long her pow'r maintain. 


While Laura's chaſter, ſofter charms, 
Can paſſion's ardent gaze controul, , 
She ſeeks to raiſe no vain alarms, 
But ſinks at once into the ſoul, 


8 


SONG. 


— 


A Potent ſpell I ſought to find, 
Whoſe vaſt and magic art 

In adamantine chains ſhould bind 
My Damon's tender heart. 


To Merlin long I urgent pray'd, 
At length be thus replied, 
Thy idle ſuit, miſtaken maid, 

In pity is denied. 


POEMS. 


“True love b the aid of art, 

& Such means thou ſhould'ſt diſdain, 
Nor ſeek to bind a gentle heart, 
Kut by a filken chain. 


66 In fond affection's bonds incloſe 
. The heart thou would'ſt retain ; \ 
e Who breaks thro” fetters ſuch as thoſe, 
% Would burſt a ſtronger chain.” 
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SONG. 


Tu E ſun's enliv'ning pow'r is vain, 
The froſt-nipp'd roſebud to reſtore ; 

The lighted heart can ne'er again 
Receive the warmth it felt before. 


All nature hails the riſing year, 
When Winter's chilling froſts retire ; | 

But when the Spring of life's ſevere, 
We ceaſe the Summer to deſire, 
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Th unpraftis'd failor fondly braves 
The dangers he has never tried, 
But learns too ſoon to fear thoſe waves, 
| He had (while fafe on ſhore) defied. 


Thus youth in ſearch of pleaſure warm, 
Will on life's treach'rous ſea engage; 

But unprepar'd to meet the ſtorm, 
Too often ſinks beneath its rage. 


SONG, 


IN THE YEAR 1794. 


Tro fill triumphant o'er the main, 
| Britannia's thunders roar; 
She fondly mourns her warriors flain, 


On yonder hoſtile ſhore. 


| Britons, 
She grieves, that while on foreign ground, 
They bleed at honor's call, 
At home one traitor ſhould be found, 
Exulting in their fall. 


Britons. 
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Such alien children, loſt to ſhame, : 
She views with aching heart; 
Who under es eee name, 
| Would play a'tyrant's part. 
Britons. 
They do but flatter to enſnare, 
And {ell her to her foe ; 
O may her gen'rous ſons beware, 
And timely ward the blow. 


Britons, 


Awake, ariſe, defend your ks 
Your monarch's rights maintain; 

So may your blood, in England's cauſe, 
No more be ſhed in vain, 


"Britons, 
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So may fair Peace, round Albion's throne, 
Her choiceſt bleſſings ſhed ;- 


While Heav'n approving guards its own, | 
And ſhields your Brunſwick's head. 


Britons. 


SONG. 


2 Alno from thee I ſoon muſt part, 
With thee I leave a conſtant heart, : 

A heart that will be thine alone, | 

As true, as tender as thine own, 


As once of old the trembling dove 
Was ſent out from her ark to rove; 
Rut ſeeking reſt abroad in vain, 
Return'd to find her home again ; 
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So I from thee now forc'd to 805 | 


Nor joy, nor peace, nor caſe, ſhall know, 


Till coming back to thee at laſt, 
I loſe all ſenſe of ſorrow paſt, 
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SONG. 
To TRE TUNE oF © Taz Drinc Indian,” f 


IN TWO PARTS. 


XL Tux ſun's radiant beams ſcarce illumine the day, 
* To far diſtant ſhores duty calls me away 3 

% Even now I muſt leave thee, regrets are in vain, 

& Nor ſhall he, whom thou loveſt, be heard to complain. 


5 Remember the years we were parted before, 
* Remember the pangs for thy abſence I bore; 
“ Oh ſtay yet a moment, think, think of my pain, 


« Nor leave her who loves thee, alone to complain.“ 
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« Oh tempt me no further, in pity forbear, 
* Nor abſence, nor _ can my ſondneſs i impair, 
« I go to deſerve thee, thy forrow reſtrain, 


& Since Honor commands me, thou ſhouldſt not 


complain.” 


a Farewell then, my ſoldier, thy glory purſue, 
The heart fway'd by Honor, to Love muſt be true: 

« May Heaven protect thee from danger and pain, | 
And whatever I ſuffer, I will not complain,” | 
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| Comer drink with me a ſocial glaſs, 
Let cheerful Hope ariſe ; 
May all our cares and ſorrows paſs, 
Like clouds in fummer ſkies : . 
Nay weep not ſo, I ſure muſt go, 
Since Fate did thus ordain ; 
But tho' we part, thou haſt my heart, 
And we will meet again, 


168 Pokus. 


When we have ſunk the Frenchman's pride, 
Then ſhall each faithful Tar, 
Exulting, with his laſs divide, 
The glorious role of war : 
If fafe and ſound, with conqueſt crown'd, 
I ſhould return from ſea, 
Then never more, I'II quit the ſhore, 
But anchor here by thee. 


And ſhould ſtern Fate my life demand, 
What matter where I fall, 

'Tis all the ſame, by ſea or land, 
Each muſt obey his call ; 

While life is mine, J will be thine, 

So baniſh all thy fears, 

The preſent hour is in our power, 
Nor ſhould be ſpent in tears. 


POEMS. 


SON. 
THE TULIP AND THE ROSE. 


Se E, Laura, how yon faded flow'r 
Lies now neglected and alone; 
And yet, within the paſſing hour, 
The gard'ner's pride, that tulip ſhone, 
For gaudy colours only priz'd, 
It loſt its value with its bloom, 
Now by its former friends deſpis'd, 


Its rivals triumph in its doom ; 


" 
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While this ſweet 105 tho? now decay 'd, 
A ant retains her fingrant breath, 

And on thy ſpotleſs boſom laid, : 

Might long be envied e' en in death. 


The tulip here the nymph pourtrays, 
Who truſts to outward charms alone; 
The roſe's laſting ſweet conveys 34G 
The lovely emblem of thy own. 


= 


POEMS, 


CHARADE. 


Ir my opinion of your mind 
And ſentiments prove true, 

Then Miſery will ever find, 
My firft and beſt in you. 

My ſecond, whhout legs or wings, 
Has travell'd far and near; 

Oft happineſs and fortune brings, 
Oft ſpreads diſmay and fear, 
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In gayeſt colours ſometimes dreſt, 
Majeſtic as a queen ; 
Again, a wand'rer fore diſtreſt, 
All cloath'd in rags tis ſeen. 


My tout (tho' Folly may deride, 
Of knaves too oft the ſport) 

Is Reaſon's deareſt hope and pride, 
And Virtue's beſt ſupport. 
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SONG. 


Lovxks, when their hopes are blighted, - 
Have no refuge from deſpair ; 


Hearts in Friendſhip's bonds united, 
Find a balm for ev'ry care. 

Love is but a bright illuſion, 
Shines and flatters to betray ; 

Oh beware of his intruſion, 
Leſt he ſteal thy peace away. 
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Let not his ſeducing power 
Doom thy youth to laſting pain; 
Too ſoon fades the ſiyecteſt flower, 
While unchang'd the thorns remain. 


The vain phantom hence reſi _ | 
Which but leads to real woes; 
Pay thy vows at Friendſhip's ſhrine, 

She will lead thee to repoſe. 


* 


SONG. 


* 


Hex CE, Mem'ry, hence, depart, depart, 
Thou fad recorder of my woes; 
Alas, but for thy barb'rous art, 
Time'slenient hand my wounds might cloſe ; 
The pangs of true, tho? hopeleſs love, | 
No more yould to my view appear; 
Nor unintended errors prove 


A ſource of anguiſh ſo ſevere, 
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But for thy buſy, reſtleſs pow'r, - 
Sorrows once paſt, would quickly die, 
And Pleaſure's tranſitory hour 
Forgot, might unlamented ay; 1 
The venom'd dart by Malice flung, 
| Would ſtrike at Innocence in vain ; 
The ſting of Envy's pois'nous tongue, 
In dark oblivion would remain. 
Yet could I e'er forget the hour, 
When Pity lull'd my cares to reſt ? 
When led by Truth to Reaſon's bow'r, 
Fair Friendſhip hail'd me as her gueſt ? 
Hold, Mem'ry, hold, nor leave me fo, 
Still keep thy tablets in my vow; 
For if I ſhould thy cares forego, 
I muſt thy pleaſures forfeit too. 
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Tung *© The Wat'ry God.“ 


Tur boatſwain calls, I muſt obey, 
The ſhip will ſoon be under weigh, 

Her head lies right to ſea; | 
Farewell, my love, tho' now we part, 
My thoughts, my wiſhes, and my heart, 

Are moor'd on ſhore with thee. 


un 
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Let Frenchmen change with ev'ry gale, 
Old England's Tars would ſcorn to fail, 
Each foe this truth allows; 
Oh doubt not then . ſia mind, 
Tho' tempeſts roar, ſtill ev'ry wind 
| Shall waft to thee my Vows. 


Should Death in diſtant climes await, 
Altho' to my untimely fate 
Thy ſorrow may be due; | 
Yet ſtill ſhall this thy comfort be, 
Thro' life and death alike to thee, 
Thy failor will be true. 
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Hark, now they give the parting cheer, 
And my fond heart's ſo anchor'd here, 
The ſignal's ied i va 

But Honor chides this long delay, 
Bright Confer ſhall my toils 8 5 

And we will meet again. 
Farewell, the wind till freſher blows, 
The ſhip impatient faſter goes, + 

And leſſens to the ſhore ; 

May Hebyin preſerve thee fafe from harms, 
Reſtore thee to thy William's arms, 


And part us then no more. 


3 
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= ; 


A VISION. 


10 4 


FRIEND. 


5 As wind by the cares of day, 
Upon my couch aſleep I lay, 
Methought a ſudden gleam of light 
Reveal'd a palace to my fight ; 
Inlaid with gold in ev'ry part, 

It ſeem'd a maſter:piece of art "Mg 
Of Mirth and Joy the gay reſort, | 
Here Pleaſure held her ſplendid court, 
To which I ſaw a num'rous throng, 


Haſt'ning with rapid ſteps along— 


% 
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Amidſt fo many gaily dreſt, 

You were diſtinguiſh'd o'er the reſt, 

Adorn'd with elegance and eaſe, 


| You ſeem'd intent (as ſure) to pleaſe; 


With anxious and enquiring eye, 

I mark'd you, as you glided by, 
And faw 1 eagerly purſue 

Shadows that ſtill before you flew— 
By ſweets allur'd on ev'ry fide, 

You hurried on without a guide, 

And gain'd the path, with flow'rs o'erſpread, 
That tele juan Meine? 
With ſome ſuſpicions in my mind, 
More cautiouſly I kept behind, 

And, lurking in thoſe fragrant bow'rs, 
Saw ſerpents hid beneath the flow'rs, 
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And pits obſery'd, conceaP'd wich care, 
The unſuſpecting to enſnare : 
Tho all my efforts wete in vain, _ 


Your eye to catch,-or ear to gain, 
Yet as in ſleep we ſeldom break 
The promiſes we've made awake, 
I felt reſolv'd at any rate, 
To ſave you, or to ſhare your fate: 
And therefore join d the buſy crew, _.. 
Whoſe ek kept me from your view. 
By want of thought, from doubt ſecur'd, 
(While Pleaſure's flatt'ring baits allur'd) 
Ableid'din fellss wii ey 

No | Onward they madly danc'd away ; 
But while all danger they defied, 
In ſcores they fell on ev'ry fide ; 
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And ere the feſtive dance was o'er, 
Regardleſs of their fate, the reſt, 
Into the palace eager preſt, | 

Aud drank of Pleaſure's magic bowl, 
That drives Reflection from the ſoul. 
While they were kneeling round the throne, 
A moment we were left alone 3 
And ere you could the portal paſs, 
1 held before you Reaſon's glaſs ; 
By Pleaſure's arts too long conceal'd, 
Truth's radiant form was there reveal'd. 
Her voice (which chills the guilty heart, 
To yours) could only joy impart— 
« Daughter,” ſaid ſhe, © thou need'ſt not fear, 
© Error gives place when I appear; 


«© The follies that miſſead thy youth, 

_ 4 Muſt fade before the beams of Truth, 
© Attentive mark th' event, and ſee 

* How vainly Pleaſure copes with 3 
She wav'd her hand, and lo, the crowd, 
That round their idol fondly bow'd, 
Stripp'd of their gaudy robes appear d, 
Like ſpeftres, all with paint beſmiear'd ; 
Their numbers leſſ'ning by degrees, 
Some fell the victims of diſeaſe, = 
Some writhing in the graſp of pain, 
Implor'd their fellows' aid in vain ; 
(But far from Sorrow's gloomy bed, 

Th' unfeeling ſons of Pleaſure fled ;) 


Shrinking before Truth's ſearching light, 
The nymph herſelf ſoon hid from fight ; 


Her throne diffolv'd, and quick as thought, 
The beauteous palace ſunk to nought ; | 
And all that late had ſhone ſo gay, 
In heaps of broken fragments lay. 
Amidſt the ruins of her foes, 
The ſhrine of Truth majeſtic roſe ; | 
The walls and doors tranſparent were, 
(For all may ſee what paſſes there ;} 
A rock of cryſtitforni/ ber dme 
Nor gold nor jewels round it ſhone ; 
: Nor vanity, nor pride, were ſeen, 
But all was el and ſerene 
In place of Faſhion. Noiſe, and Wealth, 
% Were calm Cortent, and Peace, and Health, 
And Confidence, and Love ſincere, | 
And faithful Friendſhip ſanding near ; 


WON © --. "Om 


To whom the Goddeſs; © Siſter, there 
«© Behold the darling of my care; 

In ſpite of youthful gaiety, 
She never has forgotten me ; 

% Thouſands by various means have tried, 
Jo lure her from my paths aſide, 

« Thouſands by flattery ſtrove to gain 
& Her love and confidence in ao 

4 While ons who had no other claim, 
« But hon'ring my forgotten name, 

© Without e diem of: her ows, 

« Diſtinguiſh'd-by her zeal alone, 


« Scorning to play a flatt'rer's part, 

« Thro' me found acceſs to her heart. 
& Then, fifter, in thy ſilken bands, 

& By Truth aſſiſted, join their hands, 
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And bleſt by us, from change ſecure, 
© Their ion ſhall thro? life endure.” 
Sho hid; and db Kr cen tte - - 
| Methought ſhe plac'd your hand in mine; 
While Friendſhip ſmiling nearer drew, 
And round us both her garland threw ; 
But ſuch my joy, that ere ſhe ſpoke, 

By Gratitude oppreſt, I *woke. 
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C HARADE 
TO A 


FRIEND. 


Fan 

Fair Truth preſerves her empire o'er thy heart, 
e 

Retains its value in thy conſtant mind, 
Then may'ſt thou {till on me my firſt beſtow, 


Whate'er my trials in this world of woe. 


But if (by Faſhion's influence betray'd) 
| The voice of Reaſon ceaſes to perſuade, 
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If (ſtabb'd by cold neglett, or proud diſdain) 
Affection ſlighted, pleads to thee in vain, 
Oh then, my ſecond may I ever be, 


To waſte no more, or time, or thoughts on thee. 


* 


Yet ſhould-ſt thou (wearied out by change) at laſt 
Return to me, and weep thy follies paſt, 

Then with my firſt I'll haſte to dry thy tears, 
My fecond prove, to tranquillize thy fears, | 
And miks (ia far as Friendſhip's pow'rs extend) 
Thy lot my tout, till life itſelf ſhall end. 


EPISTLE 
TO THE 


COUNTESS DOWAGER OF E 


LONDON, 1795. 


My ink was mouldy, hard, and dry, 
My pens all ſpoilt by lying by, 
Till rous'd by you, I woke my Muſe, 


And ſent her out to pick up news— 

In vain I'd hop'd to fave the poſt, 

| She ſtaid fo long, I thought her loſt ; 
But home ſhe came, quite out of breath, 
Fagg'd like a poſt-horſe, tir'd to death— 
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Thus ſhe began, © Well, I'declare, 

Loe ſeen enough to make one ſtare, 

* . anda 0 1 0 

Such vap'ring and gaſconading; | 

« Men and women, lying, gambling, 

Cheating, goſliping, and ſcrambling, 
With ſo much folly, ſo much art, 

« With ſo much vice, ſo little heart, 

© That by Apollo's {elf I Wear, 

« I'd ſooner lead a dancing bear, 

= Than bow n neck $0 Fed yoke, 1 

6 Or waſte my time with ſuch fine folk; 

& Better to follow real apes, 

Than monkies tend in human ſhapes; 

« Send me no more abroad, if you 

« Would with the Muſes have to do, 
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« Half what I've heard, half what I've ſeen, | 
« Would give the ſiſter Nine, the ſpleen. 

| © For ſcenes like theſe we're both unfit, 
« Here Malice takes the place of Wit, 

os Plain Reaſon yields to vain Pretence, R 
And Folly lords over Saul; Weg 
« Far from this buſy haunt of care, 

0 Come, fly with me, to purer air, 

“ Then may lt thou fing in Anna's praiſe, 
t Afur'd that ſhe'll accept thy lays, | 

& For never did ſhe ſcorn to hear 

« The language of a "RY Wh 

_”y A 
Eſteem to worth is ever due.” 70 


* TEL. me, my Muſe, in pity tell, 
e When I have bid my love farewell, 
“ Will ſhe ſtill conſtant be ? 
c Say, may not Flatt'ry's baneful art, 
« Or time, or abſence change her heart, 
20 And wean her thoughts from me? 


. > 
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« By Pleaſure's dazzling lures betray d, 
May not the dear, but thoughtle: maid, 
Engagements paſt forget? . 
„ Whilſt I, devoted, Nug my chain, 
« And (pleav'd for her to ſuffer pain) 


« Still nouriſh vain Regret.” 


Thus hapleſs Damon ſpoke his fears, 
But Love (that caus'd) ſoon'wip'd his tears, 
As ſoft the Muſe reply'd; 
& To ſhake Affection, juſt as true, 
« Abſence and time can nothing do, 
te Lay then thy doubts aſide. 
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Nor think that Flatt'ry can perſuade, 
« Or Pleaſure change the gentle maid, 
C How gay foc'er ſhe ſeem ; 
Vain their united arts muſt-prove + | 
& To looſe the bonds of mutual Love, 
2 Cemented by Eſteem.” 7 


„ * 
7 * * 
9 2 K. 
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WRITTEN UNDER | 


AN ADDRESS TO FORTUNE. 


On Fortune, Fortune, thou delight'ſt to give 
To Vice and Vanity the means to ak | 
Yet oft to Pity doſt the pow'r deny 
| To wipe the tear from ſuff'ring Virtue's eye. 
How many wietches do we daily foe, 
Who've barter'd Liberty and Peace for thee ! 
In gaudy trappings deckt, they ſeek to hide 
The frown of Cars beneath the file of Pride, 
By friends approv'd, and envied by their foes, 
On both awhile they n impoſe; 


y] | 8 
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But ſoon, alas ! the ſhort-liv'd triumphs o'er, 
And baniſh'd Happineſs returns no more: 

Of knaves and fools alone thou art the boaſt, 

They leaſt regard thee, who deſerve thee moſt, 
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lib hard ths tell; to teach in hone heart 
I 0o check its feelings, and deſcend to art, 
To mix with Folly, which it muſt diſdain, 
Endure repeated wrongs, and not complain, 
Behold its griefs inſulted, yet ſubdue 
The riſing vengeance, to be ſtabb'd anew. 
Thou, Friendſhip, ſacred flame, may'ft both my care, 
And teach me calmly ev'ry ill to bear, 
Tho! fools ſhould mock thy zeal, thy truth diſdain, 
Or Malice dares thy purity arraign, 


%. 


5 


Tho' Miſconſtruction ſhake her poiſon'd art, 
Or cruel Falſchood pierce thee to the heart, 

Still from thy parent Virtue's fount muſt flow 
Delights, they neither can diſturb nor know— 

| Come then, in pity come, and bring with thee, 
Thy conſcious ſenſe of native dignity, 

Join'd to Religion, elevate my ſoul, 

And guide my wiſhes to their proper goal ; 
With thee my pleaſures and my griefs I'll ſhare, 
And 9978 by thee, for that bleſt world prepare, 
Whew all our trials, all our doubts ſhall ceaſe, 
And ev ry Fan will be huſh'd to — 
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